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Many-legends have been told about DAVY 
CROCKETT, the greatest. backwoodsman 
of all time. None is more exciting and full of 
thrills than the story of how he saved the 
settlers of Winding Brook from the threat of 
Indian attack... how he rescued the Indian 
boy, Straight Arrow, from capture by rene- 
gades... how he won the undying friendship 
of Thunder Bow, Chief of the Crow Indians! 
All this, and even more breathtaking adven- 
ture is told within the pages of this book as 
you read the story of DANGER FROM 
THE MOUNTAIN. 
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CHAPTER I 
THE MESSAGE 


66LYELP! SOMEBODY 
please help me!” 

The anguished cry of fear 
echoed through the forest, min- 
gling with the sounds of 
screeching birds. 

“Help! Help!” 

Again the cry rang out, this 
time a little weaker. But now 
someone heard the sound, A 
lene hunter who had been tak- 
ing careful aim at a wild turkey 
lowered his long ggn and 


listened. He was a tall man 
dressed in the usual buckskin 
clothes of the. frontier, with-a 
coonskin cap on his head. His 
sharp ears, trained from child- 
hood to separate the sounds of 
the woods, picked up the call 
for help and in that very mo- 
ment he turned and dashed 
through the forest. 


Eyen though twisted io 


es and fallen trees were in 4 
path, the hunter kept run 
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at top speed towards the fright- 
ened cries, carrying his long ri- 
fle as though it were a feather. 
No one could pick his way 
through the forest more easily 
than this man. For he was none 
other than Davy Crockett! 


As Davy ran he talked to his 
rifle as though it were a friend. 
“Those calls are comin’ from 
the swamp, Betsy! And if any 
man’s caught in that quicksand, 
he’s got hisself a pack of trou- 
ble!” 

In a few moments he. had 
reached the bottom of the trail 
where the forest suddenly gave 
way to a slimy swamp...a 
a swamp which was a death 
trap for anyone who didn’t 
know his way through it. Even 
Davy: Crockett, who knew the 
swamp’s trails well, would 
think twice before going into it. 

Then the cry sounded again, 
this time very close. “Help me! 
Can’t somebody help me!” 

Davy dashed around a bend 
in the muddy swamp trail, 
shouting, “Hold on, mister!” 

At a glance, Davy saw a man 
struggling almost waist deep in 
the quicksand. His face was 
white with fear. Everytime he 
struggled, he would sink a little 

ser into the oozing mud. 
z» did not hesitate for a mo- 
* He propped his rifle 
> a nearby tree and 
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rushed to the very edge of the 
quicksand. 

“Take it slow now, mister,” — 
he cried. “Pll have you out of 
there in a jiffy.” 

The trapped man gasped, 
“Make it quick, stranger. I’m 
sinkin’ deeper all the time.” 

Looking around quickly, 
Davy found a thick trailing 
vine. As he slashed off a long 
piece of it with his hunting 
knife, he turned and called out 
to the trapped man, “Keep 
your arms over your head, mis- 
ter!” 

Then, without waiting for an 
answer, Davy made a loop out 
of the vine and rushed back 
to the edge of the quicksand. 
The man had already sunk to 


his chest. He was even more 


frightened than before. 

“Grab this when I throw it 
to you,” Davy called, “and I'll 
haul you right smack out of 
that mud.” 

The man did not answer 
Davy, but looked past him with 
an expression of complete ter- 
ror. He made frantic move- 
ments, as though trying to run 
away. All he did was sink even 
deeper into the sucking quick- 
sand. 

“I said to take it slow!” 
Davy shouted. “You’re diggin’ 
yourself a deeper hole by mov- 
in’ around like that! Just catch 


-_— blow at Davy’s head.. 
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this vine, an’....” 


“Behind you!” the man 
shrieked. “It’s behind you!” 

And then Davy heard it! A 
low growl sounded in back of 
him. ..a growl that could mean 
only one thing. Davy whirled, 
a cold shiver tingling down his 
spine. He found himself facing 
the largest bear he had ever 
seen. 
_ “Thunderation!” Davy ex- 
claimed. “The grand-pappy of 


all bears!” 


` The animal was standing on 
its hind legs, its great jaws gap- 
ing open, its teeth long and 
cruel. It growled again, and 
started to move towards Davy. 
The hunter’s eyes darted to- 
wards-his gun, which was still 
resting against a tree, and he 
knew at once he could never 
reach it in time. 


And then the bear charged. 
In almost the same instant, 
Davy’s hand dropped to the 
hunting knife at his belt. With 
one-movement he whipped out 
the knife, ducked to one side, 
and plunged the blade deep 
into the side of the onrushing 
animal. 

With a frightening roar, the 
bear rushed at Davy again. Its 
great paws aimed a powerful 
.a_blow 
that would crush his skull like 
an egg-shell, And this time 


there was no chance to get out 
of the way. 

But Davy’s years in the 
woods had taught him how to 
face even the worst situations, 
and now, instead of trying to 
step to one side, he bent down 
low. ..close to the ground. The 
blow passed over his head, and 
in that very moment Davy 
straightened up, slashed out 
with his knife, and drove it into 
the bear’s chest with all his 
strength. He pulled the knife 
loose and stabbed again. Then 
he felt the great paws around 
him as the bear, maddened with 
pain and rage, wrapped him in 
a death hug. 

Davy’s breath was almost 
squeezed from his body. The 
hug became tighter and tighter, 
and it would be only a moment 
before Davy’s ribs would crack 
under the strain. 

He struggled, trying to get 
his knife-arm free. He grunted 
with pain as he pulled his arm, 
inch by inch, free from the 
bear’s grip. Then, with one 
sudden surge, using the last of 
his strength, Davy slipped his 
arm from the bear’s grasp and 
struck out with his knife. This 


J 


time, the blade found the bear’s 


heart- 


For a moment the bear tight- 


ened its grip even more strong- 
ly, and then it relaxed.. The 
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great paws fell away and the 
animal dropped to the ground. 

Davy looked down at the 
tremendous body, trying to 
catch his breath. Then, as he 
put his hunting knife back into 
its sheath he grinned, “‘Ain’t a 
bear livin’ that can outwrestle 


me.” 


Suddenly he remembered the 
man in the quicksand. “Thun- 
deration,’ he shouted, as! he 
turned ‘back towards the oozing 
swamp. “Almost plumb forgot 
about you, mister.” 

He tossed the vine to the 
man, who looked almost ready 
to faint from the strain of the 
terrible fight he had watched. 
The man grabbed the vine and 
held tight while Davy pulled. 
Slowly, very little at a time, the 
quicksand gave up its, victim. 
And when the man was once 
‘again on solid earth, he. col- 
lapsed and fell limply to the 
ground. Davy knelt beside him, 
feeling his pulse. 

“Reckon he’s passed out,” 
Davy muttered. He saw that 
the man had a pouch slung over 
his shoulder. Davy slipped the 
pouch off and made the man 
comfortable by loosening his 
clothes. Then he turned to the 
pouch, thinking to himself, 
“Better take a look at this. 
Might be able to find out who 
he is 


He opened the bag and saw 
that it held a number of large 
envelopes. Davy was about to 
reach in to examine one of the 
envelopes whén he heard a 
harsh voice behind him. 

“Drop that pouch, mister.’ 
Raise your hands and turn 
around real slow.” 

Davy turned slowly, and his 
surprise changed to anger when 
he saw that the man he had 
rescued had recovered, and was 
aiming a rifle rizht at his stom- 

ach. And it was Davy’s own ri- 
fle, Betsy, that was pointed at 
him. 

Davy’s eyes narrowed. 
“That’s my gun you got there, 
stranger. Put it down.” 

The man didn’t move. He 
kept the rifle steady as he or- 
dered, “Kick the pouch over 
this way and we can do all the 
talkin’ after. And don’t try any- 
thing. I’m a good hand with a 
gun.” z 

Davy moved the pouch to; 
wards the man, pushing it with 
his foot. The mud stained man 
stooped and tossed the pouch 
behind him without lowering 
the long rifle. “That’s better, 


-now. All right, what were you 


doin’ in that pouch?” 

“Tryin’ to find out who you 
are, that’s all.” 

“Nobody touches that 
pouch,” interrupted the man, 
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“even if you did save my life. 
It’s government property and 
nobody touches it! The only 
man who gets one of those let- 
ters is the man it’s addressed 
to!” : 

“I don’t- aim to argue with 
you, mister,” Davy said. 

“All right, then. Pm mighty 
thankful to you for saving my 
life, and now Fil be on my 
way. I got to find Davy Crock- 
ett, give him his letter, and then 
get goin’.” 

Davy grinned. ‘“Who’d you 
say you was looking for?” 

“Davy Crockett,’ was the 
sharp answer. 

At that, Davy began to 
chuckle. And then he started to 
laugh. He laughed so hard that 
he was soon rolling on the 
ground, gasping for breath. 
“This is more fun than fightin’ 
that bear,” he managed to say. 


The man looked at him with. 


amazement. ‘What’s so funny, 
stranger?” 


“Funny?” laughed Dav y- 


“Tm the man you’re lookin’ 
for. Pm Davy Crockett.” 

“You?” the man cried in as- 
tonishment. 

“Yep. Thats me. Pm Davy 
Crockett.” 

When he heard this, the man 
slowly lowered the long rifle, 
_ and then his shoulders began 
to shake with laughter. “Tar- 
nation,” he said. “I should’ve 


knowed who you was, the way 
you handled that bear. Ain’t 
nobody else who could kill a 


-bear the way Davy Crockett 


can.” He put out his hand. 
“Pm. mighty pleased to meet 
you, Davy. I’m Jack Hart, a 
messenger from the army post 
at Winchester.” 

The two men shook hands, 
and smiled at each other. Af- 
ter a moment Davy held out 
his hand. “T’ll take Betsy now, 
if you please.” 

Jack handed him the gun 
sheepishly. “Sorry about that, 
Davy,” he-said. a 

“Its all right, Jack,” an- 


swered the hunter. “You’re 
supposed to protect govern- 
ment property, and you 


thought you were right. And 
that’s always been my motto 
...make sure you're right, 
then go ahead.” He held out 
his hand again. “Now I'll take 
my letter.” 

Jack opened his pouch and 
brought out an envelope with 
Davy’s name written on it. He 
gave it to Davy, who opened 
it, read it slowly and then 
turned to the messenger. “This 
is powerful important news,” 
he said gravely. 

“T know it,” answered Jack. 

Davy looked at the letter 
again, shook his head with 
concern and then, without an- 
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other word, turned and started 
off through the forest at a 
rapid pace. 

Jack called after him, “Hey, 
where are you goin’?” 

Without slackening his pace, 
Davy turned and shouted his 
answer. “I got to get back to 
my cabin and tell my wife, 
Polly, about this letter. Come 
along with me, and get your- 
self some supper.” : 

Soon the two men were mov- 
ing rapidly through the woods 
towards Davy’s cabin. Jack 
said, “Reckon you don’t get 
much news up this way. Have 
you heard the Creek injuns are 
on the warpath?” ` 

“No, I didn’t,” 
Davy. 

“They’re burnin’ and killin’. 
Wiped out Fort Mimms. Killed 
lots of women and children.” 

Shaking his head, Davy 
trudged along in silence, think- 
ing of the Indians on the war- 


answered 


path, thinking about how he ` 


would have to tell Polly about 
the contents of his letter. -As 
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they crossed the crest of a hill, 
they saw a cabin in the hollow 
below. Smoke rose from the 
chimney, curling lazily into the 
afternoon sky. 

Minutes later they were in. 
the cabin where Davy intro- 
duced Jack to Polly, a pretty, 
dark haired girl. Polly looked 
at Davy for a moment and then 
Stepped close to him. 


“Davy, what is it?” she 
said. “I know  something’s 
wrong.” 


Davy nodded. “I got a letter 
here....from General Andy 
Jackson, himself.” 

“A letter from the General?” 
she gasped. “What is it? What 
does it say?” 

Davy hesitated, and then 
looked straight into her eyes, 
his face set with determina- 
tion. “Andy Jackson wants me 
to join his army, to fight- 
against the Creek Injuns. And 
I’m leavin’ right way.” He 
paused, took a deep breath, 
and then said very calmly, 
“Honey....1’m goin’ to war.” 


g 


CHAPTER ITI 
WAR DRUMS - 


6647 OU’RE GOING to war,” 
Polly cried. “Oh, Davy! 
No! No!” 

She rushed to him and threw 
her arms around . him, tears 
` dimming her eyes. “I won’t let 
you go,” she said. 

Gently, Davy disengaged 
himself. He said quietly, “Andy 
Jackson is callin’ for volun- 
teers to fight the Creeks. What 
kind of a man would I be if 
I didn’t answer his call? There 
are innocent people in danger, 
Polly. And if we don’t fight 
the Creeks, they’ll come here. 
So you see, darlin’, I’m doin’ 
this for you as well as for my 
country and the other settlers.” 

Smiling sadly through her 
tears; Polly dabbed at her eyes 
with the corner of her apron. 
“Yes, Davy. I see. Of course, 


you must go.” 
She turned away, and busied 


- herself with fixing dinner as 


though trying to hide her sad- 
ness. 

While Polly was setting the 
table, Davy turned to Jack and 
said, “Reckon this knocks all 
my plans to smithereens.” 

“What plans, Davy?” Jack 
asked. 

“Polly and me were figurin’ 
on moseyin’ along to Texas. 
There’s livin’ space for a man 
out there. This part of the 
country’s gettin’ too crowded 
for us.” 

“Crowded?” asked Jack. “Į 
didn’t notice it.” 

Davy shrugged. “There’s an- 
other cabin enly seven miles 
away. That’s too close for come 
fort. I like room.” 
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Jack had difficulty hiding a 
smile. Seven miles didn’t seem 
very close to him. 

Soon, they had finished a 
good dinner and the messenger 
slipped his pouch back on his 
shoulder. “Have to get goin’. 
folks,” he said. “Still have a 
heap of these letters to deliver. 
You'll be on the move yourself, 
Davy?” 

“Yep. At sun up. od 
Jackson says to meet the vol- 
unteers at Winchester. Reckon 
lots of the boys’ll feel as I do. 
We don’t want trouble, but if 
that’s how it’s to be, none of 
us will shirk his duty.” 

With a hearty handshake 
and grateful thanks to Davy 
fer having saved his life, Jack 
Hart stepped out of the cabin 
and soon was lost in the shad- 
ows of the forest. 

At dawn, Davy kissed Polly 
farewell. He stood tall and 
strong in the pale morning, 
with his rifle cradled in the 
crook of his arm, the long bar- 
. rel jutting out at an angle. A 
knapsack with dried beef and 
other provisions rode easily on 
his back, and the hunting knife 

was in the sheath at his hip. A 
- powder horn and a bag of bul- 
lets completed his equipment. 

Polly stood on the threshold 

of the small, neat cabin, wav- 
ing to him until he was out of 
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sight. Davy walked through 
the woods at a steady pace. His 
step was firm, his eyes and ears 
alert for every sight and sound. 

As he strode through the 
woods, his thoughts turned 
back to other woods like this 
one, to memories of his boy- 
hood. He remembered how, as 
a small boy, he had been the 
eldest son of a large family. 
His father, John, had struggled 
against poverty to raise the 
children in the hard world of 
the untamed frontier. 

There was hardly enough 
food for all. When Davy was 
old enough to handle a gun, his 
father had given him a rifle 
twice the boy’s size. Daily, he 
trained the Jad in its use until 
Davy was quite skilled. When 
the older Crockett was con- 
vinced that his son was a good 
marksman, hé sent the boy out 
on his own. Each day, Davy 
was given a single bullet by his 
father. 

“You can eat for dinner the 
game you shoot with this,” 
John told the boy. 

“What if I.don’t hit any- 
thin’, paw?” the boy asked. 

“Then, you don’t eat.” 

Davy seldom went hungry. 
Soon, he could shoot better 
than any of the men in the 
vicinity. These rugged back- 
woods hunters took the sturdy 
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lad to their hearts. They taught 
him all the tricks of the for- 
est. He learned to walk sound- 
lessly, to follow tracks that 
were invisible to the untrained 
eye and to imitate the sounds 
of every bird and beast in the 
forest. 


It had been this kind of 
schooling which shaped Davy’s 
early years. Now, as a grown 
man, he was the finest marks- 
man, the most noted hunter 
and the most expert woodsman 
in the whole state of Tennes- 
see. Nor could any man stand 
up to him with gun, knife or 
fists, for, although Davy was 
an easy going, even tempered 


person, he was a terrible fight-- 


er when aroused. 


All that day and the next, 
Davy walked towards the 
meeting place at Winchester, 
where Andy Jackson, with a 
small detachment of regulars 
was awaiting the arrival of the 
volunteers. Davy slept in the 
woods, making up his bed in 
the crotch of a tree to be safe 
from snakes or prowling ani- 
mals. He cooked his meals over 
carefully made fires so that no 
tell-tale column of smoke 
would give away his presence 
to roving bands of Creek war- 
riors. 


On the third day, he moved 
with extreme caution. Now, he 


was in enemy country. All 
about him, he saw signs of war 
parties. Here a broken arrow, 
there a discarded tomahawk, 
and once he passed the burned 
out shell of a settler’s cabin, 
and knew the fate of the unfor- 
tunate inhabitants. 


“So far, so good,” he thought. 
“Mebbe FII get to the army 
post without runnin’ into any 
Injuns.” 

But in almost the same in- 
stant, as he turned a curve in 
the trail, he came face-to-face 
with a band of Creek scouts! 
The Indians saw him at the 
same moment, but Davy moved 
first. Clutching Betsy tightly, 
he dashed off into the under- 
brush at top speed. He heard 
the whoops. of the pursuing 
Creeks behind him. Running, 
bent double, Davy’s mind was 
racing, too, seeking some way 
out of this spot. 

“Must be a dozen of ’em,” 
he thought. “Have to find a 
good place to hold ’em off.” 


He sped through a thicket, 
not minding the thorns and 
branches that tore at him. Be- 
yond the thicket, was a clear- 
ing and at the far side of the 
open space was the beginning 
of a rocky area. Davy headed 
for the rocks. He leaped behind 
the shelter of some large boul- 
ders, just as the first Indians 


j 
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came out of the woods. 

The Creeks were clearly puz- 
zled at his seeming disappear- 
ance. For a few minutes, the 
Creeks milled around, trying to 
pick up some sign of his trail. 
Then one of them pointed to- 
wards the rocks. With blood- 
curdling shrieks they ran to- 
wards Davy’s hideout. 


“Spotted me,” thought Davy. 
“Well, I’d rather live to get to 
Andy Jackson, but if these In- 
juns want to fight, I'll give ’em 
more’n they’re lookin’ for!” 

Davy prepared to open fire 
on them, planning to take as 
many of the Indians as he 
could before they finally over- 
‘ came him, when he glanced 
over his shoulder towards his 
right. He noticed a crevice be- 
tween two rocks. The space 
was wide enough for a man to 
crawl into it. He scrambled 
through the crevice and found 
that it led to the mouth of a 
small cave. In a moment, Davy 
had slid into the cave and 
moved far back into the shad- 
ows, with Betsy held ready to 
cover the entrance. 


He grinned as he heard the 
Indians searching around out- 
side, giving out with howls of 
rage as they looked around the 
rocks for him. Then one war- 
rior noticed the crevice and 
crawled through. He spotted 
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the cave and with strung bow, 
approached it. Davy’s finger 
curled around the trigger, but 
he knew that a shot would 
bring all the Indians on him. 

Davy drew himself further 
back into the shadows of the 
cave, until he was stopped by a 
rocky ledge that formed the 
back wall. He held his breath, 
hoping that the Creek would 
go away. But the warrior 
seemed bent on coming into 
the cave. He poked his- head 
inside and then crawled 
through the entrance. 

Davy’s mind raced to seek a 
way out of this spot. Even if 
he managed to do away with 
the Creek, the Indian’s com- 
panions would come -looking 
for him. Suddenly an idea came 
to Davy. He called on his abil- 
ity to imitate animal sounds. 
Taking a deep breath, he 
growled in perfect imitation of 
a panther. 

The advancing Indian 
stopped in his tracks. He froze 
with fear. Another growl from 
Davy sent him screaming from 
the cave. There were very few 
men who would have had the 
courage to face a panther holed 
up in a cave. 

Davy smothered a laugh as 
he heard the Creek’s fright- 
ened shouts warning his com- 
panions to stay away. 

Soon, the baffled warriors 
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gave up the chase and the 
- search. Davy stayed in the 
cave until he was certain they 
had gone. Then, retracing his 
steps, he continued through the 
forest to wards Winchester. 
Early the next morning, he 
reached the post. 

It was a small, stockaded 
fort.’ The Stars and Stripes 
flew from the flagpole atop the 
central watch tower. There 
were a number of backwoeds- 
men, dressed the same as Davy, 
assembled there, too. Volun- 
“teers like him, these sturdy 
hunters crowded around Davy, 
greeting him with hearty back 
slaps and warm handshakes 
when he came in. = 

“Reckon them Injuns bet- 
ter fold up, now Davy’s here,” 
one cried. 


` “The poor critters don’t 
have a chance!” another éx- 
claimed. _ 


Davy laughed heartily. 
“That’s the talk, lads! Let ’em 
know Davy Crockett’s here! 
Why, I’m a ragin’ wild cat! 
I’m a snappin’ turtle! I’m 
greased lightnin’ with the 
strength of ten bears, the heart 
of a mountain lion and the 
speed of a rattler! Tell ’em 
Davy Crockett’s here! Yahoo!” 

The backwoodsmen set up 
ear splitting shouts and yells 
of delight. None of them no- 


ticed the lean, rangy man, with 
the crop of silver white hair 
and the hollow-cheeked, lined, | 
weather-beaten face who stood 
by, watching them with deep 
set, fierce eyes and a smile on 
his thin lips. He wore a faded 
blue tunic, army trousers and 
no insignia of rank. A sword 
hung at his side and a holster 
at his right hip held an old- 
fashioned cavalry pistol. 

Davy was the first to notice 
him. He recognized the man at 
a glance. “Shut up you cater- 
waulin’? loons!” he cried. 
“There stands the General! 
It’s Andy Jackson, himself! 
Old Hickory!” > : 

The backwoodsmen fell si- 
Jent and looked with respect 
on “Old Hickory” Jackson 
who had been a Tennessee 
backwoodsman. like themselves. 
_ Jackson stepped forward ex- 
tending his hand to Davy, who 
took it in a firm handclasp. 
“Davy Crockett!” the General 
said. “You’re a welcome sight.” 
He gestured to include all the 
volunteers. “And so are you 
all. I can use your rifles and 
your courage. I know what you 
can do.” 

“Thanks, 
said. 

The General beckoned the 
men closer. His face grew se- 
rious, his eyes clouded with 


General,” Davy 
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worry: 
here in Winchester is mighty 
bad,” he told them in a low; 
urgent voice. “The Creeks have 
cut our supply line. They am- 
bushed the last two supply 
trains. Were runnin’ out of 
food. I’ve sent out. men to get 
food, but they’ve never come 
back. We need fresh meat and 
we need it now. You men might 
be able to succeed where all 
the rest have failed.” - 

“How do you mean, Gener- 
al? What do you want us to 
do?” Davy asked. 

“You're all expert hunters. 
There’s lots of game in these 
woods. .Will you go out there 
and bring back food?” 

Davy turned to the others. 
“Don’t knew about the rest of 
you, but I’m goin’. I never let 
the Injuns scare me afore and 
I don’t mean to start now. How 
about it?” 

As one man, the hunters 
cried, ‘“‘We’re with you, Davy!” 

“Three cheers for Old Hick- 
ory!” Davy cried. , 

The men tossed their coon- 
skin caps into the air and raised 
such a shout that the ground 
seemed to tremble. 

Smiling, Jackson thanked 
them and walked away. Each 
hunter checked his rifle, draw- 
ing old charges, carefully 
cleaning the barrel and touch 
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“Boys, the situation - 
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hole, and ramming in fresk bul- 
lets. As they worked, they 
bragged about the tremendous 
feats each would perform. 

“TIl get me three full grown 
bucks with one bullet,” a hulk- 
ing hunter said. 

“Tarnation!: That’s easy,” a 


‘bearded man cried. “PH bring 


down a bear with the butt of 
my musket. I wouldn’t waste 
lead for that.” 

“What’ll you do, 
another asked. 

Davy patted his rifle. “Don’t 
think I'll use Betsy ať all. 
Think Pll tree me a bear and 
just grin him to death, like 
this.” He set his lips in a fero- 
cious grin and glared. All the 
woodsmen laughed until the 
tears came, but at the height of 
their merriment, Davy rose to 
his feet and said soberly, © 
“Were not doin’ any good 
here, lads. Them poor’ soldier 
boys are hungry. Let’s go get 
’em some food.” 

The hunters took their rifles 
and filed out of the fort, into 
the dense woods. Every man 
knew that death might be lurk- 
ing in the silent forest, for at 
any time marauding bands of 
Creeks might appear. Yet, as 
they separated, not one showed 
any signs of hesitation, for such 
men did not know the meaning 
of fear. 


Davy?” 


CHAPTER HI 
CAPTURED! 


Poe FOR Davy Crockett 
the day’s hunting had been 
unusudlly successful. He had 
brought down more game than 
he’d ever shot before. He was 
quite satisfied as he skinned 
and prepared his catch for 
transportation back to the post. 

“Andy Jackson’s goin’ to be 
a happy man when he sees 
this,’ Davy thought, “and if 
the others did half as well, 
there’ll be lots of meat for the 
soldiers. But the best part is 
I saw nary an Injun. Mebbe 


the Creeks pulled out for other , 


parts.” 
Yet, even as this thought 


came to him, there was a slight 
movement in the thick under- 
brush behind him. 

Slowly and silently, a painted 
Creek warrior rose up from a 


hiding place some thirty yards 
away. He gestured to his three 
companions, who lay hidden 
in the dense growth, signalling 
them for silence. The Creek 
raised his bow, drew back the 
string and loosed an arrow at 
Davy. 

But at the very instant the 
Indian let fly, some instinct 
warned Davy. Diving to the 
ground, he whirled and reached 
for Betsy, propped against the 
trunk of a handy tree. The ar- 
row. whizzed harmlessly over 
his head and quivered as it 
buried itself in the tree. 

With blinding speed, Davy 
raised his rifle and fired as the 
Indian hastily refitted the bow 
with another arrow. The brave 
screamed and plunged: to earth 
with a bullet in his heart, 


B 


14 ADVENTURES OF 


Davy’s steel muscled legs re- 
coiled like giant springs, carry- 
ing him, in a single leap, to a 
place behind the tree trunk, as 
the other warriors sent a volley 
of arrows at him. © 

With flying fingers, Crockett 
reloaded Betsy. He peered care- 
fully around the base of the 
tree trying to locate his .ene- 
mies. As he sought a sign of 
movement from the Indians, 
his keen eyes narrowed into 
slits. He waited patientiy, not 
stirring a muscle himself, or of- 
fering any target for the 
Creeks. 


One brave carelessly poked 
his head out of the underbrush 
for a split second. He was ex- 
posed for only an eye wink, but 
it was enough for Davy. Betsy 
roared and the brave dropped 
where he stood. 

Reloading, Davy called out, 
“Listen, Creeks! This is Davy 
Crockett! My bullets are the 
lightnin’ bolts of the Great 
Spirit! I am his avenger! He 
guides my bullets to your 
- hearts! You will be destroyed!” 

He waited a few minutes, 
then popped his head out 
around the opposite side of the 
tree this time. He smiled as he 
heard the two Indians whisper- 
ing frantically to each other. 
His words seemed to have had 
their desired effect, for all at 
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once the two braves leaped up 
and fled, running for their 
lives. To hurry them along 
Davy sent a shot over their 
heads as they disappeared into 
the forest. 

“Reckon these two won’t 
bother Davy Crockett any more 
this day,” he mused. 

Since the load of meat was 
too great for even Davy to car- 
ry, he made his way to a small, 
well-armed settlement in the 
vicinity. Before he left, he con- 
cealed the meat and marked 
the spot by chipping a piece of 
bark from the tree which stood 
by the hiding place. 

Soon, he was at the settle- 
ment, a number of cabins en- 
closed by a sturdy stockade 
with watch towers at each cor- 
ner. The heavily armed settlers 
greeted Davy warmly as he 
came through the gate. He was 
well known to most of the peo- 
ple there. 

A handsome, bearded giant 
of a man named Ames, the lead- 
er of the community, stepped 


‘up to Davy, and asked, “What 


brings you to these parts?” 

“I came out to join up with 
Andy Jackson and fight the 
Creeks, but right now, I need 
your help.” 

“How so, Davy?” 

“Well, they were runnin’ qut 
of meat at Winchester so cid 
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Andy asks me and the boys to 
go and get some. I got me a 
mess of it; but I need a wagon 
to haul it in. That’s why I’m 
here.” 

Ames nodded his head. “Is 
that all, Davy?” He pointed 
to some men who were stand- 
ing by and listening. “You men 
hitch up a buckboard and go 
with Davy.” 

“Sure thing,” a man said. 
They trotted off to obey their 
leader’s command. 

“Davy, after you pick up the 
meat, I reckon youd best 
spend the night here.” 

“Thanks,” Davy said. “I’m 
a mite tuckered. Could use a 
night’s sleep.” 

Dusk was setting \in when 
the loaded wagon, returned, 
piled high with fresh’ meat. The 
settlers gathered around, star- 
ing in amazement, for Davy 
had gathered more game in one 
day than all the hunters of the 
settlement . brought 
community in a month. Every- 
onecongratulat ed Davy, 
crowding around him, as chil- 
_ dren leaped about with whoops 
and excited shouts. Suddenly, 
a shot from the signal gun in 
the watch tower rang out. Men 
grabbed their weapons 
made for the walls, while the 
women gathered up the chil- 
dren and fled to the main 


into the- 


house. With Ames at his heels, 
Davy dashed for the watch 
tower. x 

The two men bounded up 
the stairs, where a sentry stood, 
reloading the small brass can- 
non with round shot. “What is 
it, Mark?” Ames asked. “What 
did you see out there?” 

The sentry pointed off into 
the growing dusk. “Saw some- 
thin’ movin’ out in the woods. 
Wasn’t takin’ any chances, so 
I set off the signal gun.” 

“That’s the boy,” Ames said, 
“Pd rather be safe than sorry. 
You did right, Mark. Can’t be 
too careful. Let’s see if we can 
spot anythin’ now.” 

The three men squinted into 
the twilight, but it was Davy 
who saw the small. figure 
emerge from the forest into the 
clearing. 

“There,” he said, “I see him. 
It’s a little boy. He’s comin’ 
lickety-split and looks power- 
ful scared if you ask me.” 

“A boy?” Ames said, frown-“ 
ing. “Wonder who it might be. 
Mebbe the Carpenter boy from 
down the river. His folks are 
the only, ones hereabouts who 
didn’t move into the stockade.” 

He leaned down from the 
watchtower and shouted to the 
men at the gate, “Open ’er upt 
Somebody’s comin’ in!” 

The gate creaked open and 
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a small, thin lad stumbled into 
the enclosure. He fell face 
down in the dust, panting and 
struggling for breath. Davy 
and Ames came down from the 
watch tower, pushing their way 
through the group that had 
formed around the heaving 
youngster. 

Ames knelt beside the boy. 
“Its Johnny Carpenter, all 
right,” he said. “What’s wrong, 
boy?” = 

Johnny gasped, “Injuns. 
They killed paw. Took my maw 
and sister Ellie with them.” 

A horrified cry went up from 
the onlookers. 

Davy pursed his lips. “How 
many were there, Johnny?” 


“Bout twenty. Not many 
more. Mebbe less. They killed 
paw fast, then came rushin’ 
into the cabin. I made it’ out 
the back way, and went for 
help.” ; 
Davy snapped his fingers. 
“Twenty, huh? Ames, I want 
a half dozen volunteers. We’ll 
go after ’em. I think we can 
catch ’em and if we work it 
right, get Mrs. Carpenter and 
the girl back.” 

“PIL go,” Ames said. “Who’s 
with me?” 

A dozen men stepped for- 
_ward, but Ames selected only 
the unmarried men and the half 
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dozen best shots in the settle- 
ment. Soon, the little party 
moved out of the stockade, 
marching at a rapid pace set 
by Davy, who led the single file 
column, following the trail of 
the Creeks in the bright moon- 
light. They moved like this for 
some hours, never slowing the 
gruelling pace. Suddenly, Davy 
held up his hand, signalling a 
halt. 

Ahead of them, through the 
trees, they could see the glow 
of a campfire where the Indians 
had stopped for the night. Davy 
whispered to the men, “Nary 
a sound. If they spot us, we’re 
sunk.” He signalled them to 
follow him and they moved for- 
ward cautiously. Slowly, they 
closed in on the Indians, but 
not even Davy Crockett could 
foresee what was going to hap- 
pen. One of the settlers stum- 
bled over a pratruding root and 
fell heavily to the ground drop- 
ping his rifle. The gun went off 
with a roar that awakened the- 
echoes and alerted the Indians. 

“Get out of here!” Davy 
yelled to his men as the en- 
raged Creeks charged towards 
them, shouting and brandishing 
their weapons. The settlers 
started to beat a hasty retreat 
under a shower of arrows and 
bullets. An arrow caught Ames 
in the leg, wounding him so he 
was unable to continue. Davy 
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stopped and looked around. 

“No sense for all of us to get 
our hair lifted, boys,” he said 
calmly. “You men make it back 
to the stockade. They’ll: need 
you there if the Creeks attack 
in force. I'll hold ’em off, an’ 
cover your retreat.” 
> Ames protested. “No. No, 

Davy. Ill stay. Pll only slow 
the boys up and...” 

Davy patted him on the 
shoulder. “Pye got a good 
chance, my friend, but with 
that leg, you’d be a goner. Car- 
ry him back, boys, Get mov- 
in’ E 

Two of the huskiest settlers 
lifted Ames and the rest hur- 
ried up the path, while Davy 


opened fire on the pursuers. He 
fought skillfully, until Betsy’s 
barrel was red hot from shoot- 
ing, but there were too many 
Indians. They sneaked through 
the woods, moving closer and 
closer. Despite the losses Davy 
caused with his deadly marks- 
manship, they kept on, until 
all at once, they rushed him. 

He fought with the strength 
of ten men, keeping the Indians 
back. One by one they fell un- 
til a blow from the butt end of 
a tomahawk stunned him and 
Davy fell to the ground. The 
Creeks gloated as they looked 
down ,at his unconscious form. 
The mighty Davy Crockett was 
captured! 


CHAPTER IV 
THE CHALLENGE 


We DAVY .regained his 
: senses, he was lying on the 
dirt floor of a tepee. His head 
throbbed and he strained his 
eyes trying to see clearly in the 
gloom of the tent. His hands 
and feet were tied with raw- 
hide, so tightly that he could 
hardly move a muscle. Outside, 
he heard wild war whoops and 
the rhythmic beating of many 
tom-toms. 

“Must be in the main Creek 
camp,” he muttered to himself. 
“Reckon they’re holdin’ a big 
pow-wow from the sound of 
them drums.” 

As his eyes became used to 
the semi-darkness, Davy saw 
that his prison was small, with- 
out any furnishings. 

“Tarnation!” Davy said 
aloud. “Here I am trussed like 
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a turkey ready for barbecuein’ 
when I should be with Old An- 
dy Jackson. I made a fine mess 
of things!” 

Suddenly, the entrance flap 
of the tepee was flung back. 
Two husky Creeks came into 
the tent. Without a word, one 
of them slashed the bonds on 
Davy’s legs, but left his hands 
tied behind his back. The war- 
rior then motioned Davy to 
stand up. Flanked by the two 
men, Davy stepped out into the 
open. He blinked in the brilli- 
ant sunlight. The sight that met 
his eyes would have sent a chill 
of fear through any other man. 
He saw hundreds. of painted, 
half-naked Creeks formed in a 
huge circle. They leaped high 
in the air, twisting and turning, 
performing their war dance. 


THE CHALLENGE 19 


The sun glinted off knives 
and: tomahawks: Some warriors 
carried long lances, while oth- 
ers were armed with rifles. 
They waved their weapons as 
they whirled about, chanting 
war songs. 

His escorts pushed Davy to 
a plaee where three heavy posts 
had been set up. They quickly 
lashed him to one of the posts. 
Moments later, other warriors 
appeared, leading two white 
women. One was a pretty, rav- 
en-haired girl in her late ’teens. 
The other was a handsome 
woman of about thirty-five. 
Davy realized that these two 
were Mrs. Carpenter and her 
daughter, Ellie. 

The Indians tied the girl to 
the stake alongside of Davy, 
and bound her mother to the 
third stake. Although their 
faces were pale, neither woman 
flinched nor showed any signs 
of panic. 

With shrill shrieks and chill- 
ing yells, a dozen braves ap- 
peared carrying spears, with 
which they lunged at the three 
prisoners, trying to frighten 
them. Davy strained at his 
bonds so he could turn towards 
Ellie. - 

“Pm Davy Crockett,’ he 
whispered. “Don’t be ~afraid. 
We'll get out of this.” Davy 
had said that only to encour- 


age the girl, for he knew their 
chances of escape were quite 
slim. 


Ellie smiled bravely. “I’m _ 


not afraid, Davy. I know we 
don’t stand a chance. You 
don’t have to try and cheer me 
up. I can-take the truth.” 

“You're a brave girl,” he 
said. 

For almost an hour, the two 
women and the hunter were 
surrounded by howling’ braves 
who danced around them, 
threatening the helpless prison- 
ers with tomahawks-and knives. 
Davy fumed with rage as he 
watched Ellie and her mother 
subjected to the frightening ex- 
perience of wild-eyed warriors 
pretending to scalp them, or run 
them through with long, sharp 
lances. 

Once, Mrs. Carpenter 
screamed hysterically and Ellie 
begged, “Kill me! Kill me! I 
can’t stand this any more!” 

Wise in the ways of the ene- 
my, Davy knew these tactics 
were only to whet the appetites 
of the Creeks for the high 
point when they’d hurl their 
spears and arrows, and the cap- 
tives would be killed. Davy 
was threatened, too, but his 
fierce eyes showed tHe con- 
tempt he felt for his captors. 

Whenever a warrior rushed 
at him; Davy shouted, “Squaw 
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man! You’re fit only to fight 
women! You’ve got the heart 
of a snake!” To a Creek brave, 
these were the worst kinds of 
insults. They made Davy pay 
for making them. He was pum- 
meled and kicked. They slashed 
at him with their knives until 
his buckskin shirt was in rib- 
bons and he bled from a dozen 
wounds. Despite this, he stood 
tall and defiant, and the Creeks 
knew that this was a man they 
could never force to cringe or 
beg for mercy. 

All at once, a great shout 
arose from the Indians as a 
lone horseman wearing the head 
dress of a chief galloped into 
‘the camp. 

“Silver Hawk! Silver 
Hawk!” the braves shouted as 
they crowded about the rider. 
Davy had heard rumors about 
Silver Hawk, the mysterious 
Creek chieftain whose reputa- 
tion for merciless savagery had 
been earned in numberless raids 
which had left a trail marked 
by the ashes of burned cabins 
and the scalped bodies of many 
settlers. 

Silver Hawk dismounted with 
the effortless grace of a fine 
horseman. He was a big, strong 
man, with cruel, handsome fea- 
tures. He brandished a long- 
barreled rifle high over his head 
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warriors in a ringing voice. 

“Brothers! The three pale- 
faces shall die before the sun 
sets! But first, I, Silver Hawk 
will show you why we shall tri- 
umph over our enemies when I 
lead you into battle!” 

He pulled a gleaming orna- 
ment from his head dress and 
threw it high in the air. As the 
shining object glittered in the 
sunlight, Silver Hawk brought 
his rifle to his shoulder and 
fired. The shot caught the sil- 
ver piece in mid-air. ‘ 

Davy knew this was the work 
of an expert marksman, but it 
also brought him a surge of sud- 
den hope. He waited until the 
loud cry of approval from the 
warriors had died away. Then, 
in a firm, clear voice he called, 
“Silver Hawk shoots with the 
skill of a squaw! His eye is 
blurred like that of an old 
goat!” 

A startled gasp went up from 
the Indians. Every man turned 
to Davy. Silver Hawk’s face 
twisted with rage. A tense si- 
lence fell as the chief strode to- 
wards Davy whose lips curled 
in a sneer as he eyed the war- 
rior. 

Silver Hawk stopped"a few 
feet from Davy. In a voice tight 
with fury, he said, “No man 
can say that to Silver Hawk 


and spoke to the assembled and live!” His hand shot out 
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-and he gripped the hilt of the 
knife that hung at his hip. — 

Davy did not flinch. “A 
_ Squaw man kills when his ene- 
my cannot fight back!” 

“You think I fear you, 
Crockett?” Silver Hawk cried, 
still gripping the knife. 

“You are a boaster, Silver 
Hawk. You think you are a 
great warrior, a great marks- 
man. You’re nothing! I’m, the 
one who has the eye of an eagle. 
I’m the greatest shot in the 
country!” 

Silver Hawk turned pale. He 
trembled with anger. “You lie, 
paleface! PII make you pay 
for those words! You’ll have to 
prove that you are a better shot 
than I am!” 

“Prove it? 
asked. 

“I’m going to make you shoot 
against me!” 


How?” Davy 
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“A shooting match? Fine!” 
Davy cried. 

Silver Hawk sneered. “The 
stakes will be high. We’ll shoot 
at a mark, one shot apiece. The 
man who gets the better hit 
wins the match.” 

“And the stakes?” 
asked. 

“If you win,” Silver Hawk 
said, “you and the women go 
free. But if you lose...you all 
shall die by the Slow Death!” 

“The Slow Death,” Davy 
gasped. This was the cruelest, 
most brutal series of tortures 
devised by the Creeks. Davy 
hesitated. He did not care for 


Davy 


“himself, but if he did happen to 


lose, he did not want the women 
to suffer such a dreadful end. 
“Well, Crockett?” Silver 
Hawk said, “I’m waiting.” 
Davy took a deep breath. “I 
accept,” he said. 


CHAPTER V- 
THE DUEL 


AACMENTS later, Davy was 

free of the rawhide ropes. 
He rubbed his numb arms and 
legs to restore the circulation. 
Then going to Ellie and her 
mother, he said, “I have placed 
your lives.in my hands. Believe 
me, I'll try to save you.” 

“We've got faith in you, 
Davy- Crockett,” Mrs. Carpen- 
ter said. 

Ellie looked at him with shin- 
ing eyes. “There was no hope 
for us before, but now, at least, 
you’ve given us a chance.” 

“Thank you both,” Davy 
said. He turned to Silver Hawk. 
“Your people took my rifle,” he 
said. , 

Silver Hawk spoke to a brave 
who ran off into a nearby te- 
pee and emerged a few mo- 
ments later with the rifle, pow- 
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der horn, bag of bullets and the 
hunting knife. At a nod from 
Silver Hawk, thè warrior 
handed the weapons to Davy. 

The great hunters hand 
closed around the barrel of the 
rifle. “Betsy,” Davy murmured, 
“if you’ve ever shot straight 
and true, you’ve got to do it 
now.” With a gentle, caressing 
motion, he stroked the smooth 
stock as he began loading the 
gun. A frown creased his brow. 
Not only his life, but also the 
lives of Ellie and her mother 
rested on his skill. He must not 
fail them. 

His fingers were swift and 
sure as he loaded quickly. After 
ramming home the bullet, he 
pulled back the hammer and 
looked up at Silver Hawk. “I’m 
ready,” he said. 


THE 


Word of the shooting match 
had spread quickly through 
the Indian camp and warriors 
gathered in excited knots, mill- 
ing about, jostling each other 
for the best places to watch it. 

Davy said “PI shoot from 
any distance at any mark. But 
I want your word again, Silver 
Hawk. If I win—we go free, 
and...” 


Silver Hawk smiled evilly, 
showing his strong white teeth. 
“If you lose Davy Crockett, 
Pll know what to do. Only 
once have I seen a man tortured 
by the Slow Death. It will 
give me much pleasure to hear 
you plead for mercy.” 


“We've done enough talk- 
in’,”, Davy said. “Let’s get it 
over with!” 

Silver Hawk took a disc-like 
copper ornament that hung 
from a chain around his neck 
and handed it, with the chain, 
to a brave. He instructed the 
man to hang the ornament from 
a tree branch, about a hundred 
yards away, so that the disc, 
which was the size of a silver 
dollar, would be suspended 
against the tree trunk. 

The warrior dashed off to 
carry out his orders and mo- 
ments later, the target was in 
place. From that distance, the 
copper ornament blended al- 
most perfectly with the bark 
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of the tree making it a difficult 
mark, because it was so hard 
to see. ; : 

Turning to Davy, Silver 
Hawk said haughtily, “You 
shoot first, paleface!” 

Davy shook his head. “No 
thanks. You’d better shoot. I 
can just about make out the 


. target.” He squinted and 
. frowned. “Reckon, mebbe, I did 


too much braggin’,” he said 
worriedly. 

Sneering, Silver Hawk 
raised his rifle. Silence fell as 
the watching braves strained 
forward, all eyes fixed on the 
tree and the disc dangling from 
its chain. The chief aimed care- 
fully, for a long time. At last, 
he fired. An excited shout went 
up as the disc jerked violently. 
When the ornament stopped 
swinging, all could see that a 
hole had been cleanly drilled 
in it. The bullet had gone 
through, burying itself in the 
tree. 

Silver Hawk turned to Davy. 
“There, paleface! Beat that if 
you can,” he said scornfully. 

Davy shook his head. He was 
enjoying himself, pretending to 
be worried. His keen eyes had 
easily picked out the disc, and 
he was sure that he could hit. 
Yet, as Davy well knew, even 
the finest marksman can miss. 
He took a deep breath, faced 
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the target, threw his rifle up to 
his shoulder and fired in one 
clean motion. 

The disc didn’t move as the 
shot echoed out over the camp. 
A cry went up from the spec- 
tators. Silver Hawk , turned 
to him triumphantly. “You 
missed! You missed! I win!” 

“Missed, did I? Is that what 
you think?” Davy said. 

Silver Hawk sneered, 
“Think? I saw it. The disc 
didn’t even move when you 
fired. You missed it!” 

«PII show you how wrong 
you are, that you can’t always 
believe your eyes,” Davy said. 
“Come with me.” 

“Tf this is some trick...” 
Silver Hawk said menacingly. 

“Its no trick. Come on.” 
Followed by Silver Hawk and 
a swarm of warriors, Davy 
strode to the target. He went 
to the tree and pointed to 
the single bullet hole in the 
trunk. “You'll find two bullets 
in there,” he said. 

“What?” Silver Hawk cried. 

“Do you think we are fools? 
Where did the second bullet 
come from?” 
- “It’s the one I fired. My shot 
passed through the hole yours 
made in the disc and entered 
here,” Davy said, tapping the 
bullet hole. 

“You lie, 


paleface! You 
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speak with a forked tongue!” 
Silver Hawk snarled. 

Without a word, Davy 
whipped out his hunting knife 
and threw it at the tree. The 
knife quivered in the trunk, 
its peint in the bullet hole. 
Davy seized the blade by the 
hilt, dug in the hole and pulled 
out two bullets, which he held 


- up for all to see. The awed war- 


riors scrambled for a look, 
crowding around him. A mighty 
yell broke the silence as they 
realized that Davy had been 
telling the truth and had ac- 
tually performed this amazing 
piece of sharpshooting. 

“Davy Crockett! Davy 
Crockett!” they cried, surging 
around him, showing their ap- 
proval by slapping him on the 
back, tugging and pulling at 
him in their admiration. Sheath- 
ing his knife, Davy managed to 
step away from the marvelling 
braves. 

He tossed the two bullets at 
the scowling Silver Hawk’s 
feet. “I kept my part of the 
bargain,” Davy said. “I out- 
shot you. Now, keep yours!” 

Silver Hawk glowered at him 
with hatred. He gnawed at his 
lower lip and turned abruptly 
away. Smiling, Davy strode to- 
wards the posts where Ellie and 
her mother were still tied. But 
as he moved by Silver Hawk, 
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with his back to the disgruntled 
Indian, the Chief drew his own 
hunting knife and rushed at 
Davy. 

“Look out, Davy! Behind 
you!” Ellie screamed. 

Her warning gave Davy just 
enough time to face his attack- 
er. He side-stepped the Indian’s 
wild rush; and Davy’s knife 
flashed from the sheath. He 
circled Silver Hawk warily, as 
both men crouched in the knife 
fighter’s stance. 

“Your word is dust,” Davy 
said. 

“PI spit your ~heart on my 
knife point and feed it to the 
dogs,” Silver Hawk said. “No 
paleface can shame me before 
my people and live!” 

“You’d better be as good a 
fighter as a talker,” Davy 
laughed, “because I aim to keep 
my heart just where it is!” 

Davy and Silver Hawk 
moved around each other like 
two cats ready to spring. Their 
moccasined feet kicked up little 
clouds of dust. Their faces were 
tense, each alertly awaiting the 
other’s opening move. Then 
Silver Hawk jumped forward. 

“My knife will drink your 
blood,” Silver Hawk screamed 
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as he charged. 

Davy leaped aside in a flash. 
The speed of Silver Hawk’s 
forward rush carried him past 
Davy, and he lost his footing 
as he tried to turn, falling heav- 
ily to the ground. 

Davy burst into laughter. 
The excited cries of the watch- 
ing braves rose to an ear split- 
ting level. Some even urged 
Davy in for the kill. But the 
woodsman stepped back and 
waited until Silver Hawk, now 
doubly enraged, scrambled to 
his feet. 

“I don’t fight like a snake,” 
Davy said, lunging forward 
with a lightning thrust which 
Silver Hawk skillfully parried. 

They came to close grips 
now. Each man seized the 
other’s knife hand by the 
wrist, struggling and straining — 
to disarm his foe. They swayed 
face-to-face, teeth clenched, lips 
drawn in tight grimaces. 

For the first time, Davy 
looked into his enemy’s eyes. 
He saw something that made 
him cry out in amazement. 
“Your eyes are blue!” Davy 
exclaimed. “No Injun ever had 
blue eyes! You're a white manb 
A renegade!” 
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CHAPTER VI 
THE HOMECOMING 


ILVER HAWK glared at 

Davy. “A white man, yes!” 
he panted, “but no renegade! 
I was stolen by the Creeks 
when I was a baby! They 
raised me. I belong here. They 
are my people. But you won’t 
live to tell anyone about this, 
because I’m going to kill you 
now, Davy Crockett!” 

All at once, Silver Hawk 
broke Davy’s grip, causing the 
hunter to lose his footing, and 
he tripped, falling to one knee. 
The Indian pounced on him 
like'a hawk. His knife hand 
went up for the death stroke, 
but he never delivered it. 
Davy’s fist caught- him full in 
the face, staggering him. An- 
other quick blow sent Silver 
Hawk reeling to the dirt. 

The tables were turned now, 
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for Davy followed this up by 
wrenching the Creek’s knife 
from his hand and kicking it 
away, out of reach. Silver 
Hawk was at Davy’s mercy. 
Crockett stood over his fallen 
enemy, his knife half-raised. 
Silver Hawk looked up at him.. 
The grim expression on Davy’s 
face seemed:to mean that there 
was little thought of mercy be- 
hind the cold eyes and stony 
features of the tall woodsman. 

“What are you waiting for, 
Davy Crockett?” Silver Hawk 
asked hoarsely. “Go ahead and 
kill me. If you think PH 

» 


Davy jerked his thumb over 
his shoulder towards the In- 
dians. “I’m not goin’ to kill 
you,” he said, “they'll know 
what to do with you.” 
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With that, he turned his 
back on Silver Hawk and 
walked to the spot where he 
had dropped Betsy when the 
enraged renegade had attacked 
him.. He picked up his rifle and 
pushed his way through the en- 
circling braves, who opened a 
path for him. He went to the 
tied prisoners. A few strokes of 
his knife freed them. Hé stood 
in front of the two women and 
faced the Indians. 


“You know the bargain I 
made with Silver Hawk. I won 
it faif and square. I’m holdin’ 
you to it. If any man tries to 
stop me, PIL kill him. Now, 
stand aside. Pm comin’ 
through.” 

With Ellie and her mother 
following close behind him, 
Davy led them between the 
ranks of silent Creeks who 
made no move to hinder them. 
A bargain had been made,-and 
on their honor, they were 
pledged to keep it, even if their 
chief had not. 

But as Davy and his charges 
disappeared into the forest, 
Silver Hawk glared after them. 

“Pll have revenge, Davy 
Crockett,” he swore silently. 
And the evil in his face erased 
any doubt that he was the bit- 
terest enemy Davy had ever 
made. 


After he had safely guided 


Ellie Carpenter and her mother 
back to the settlement, Davy 
wasted no time in rejoining the 
troops under General Jackson 
at Winchester. The fresh meat 
brought in by Davy and the 
other hunters had enabled “Old 
Hickory” to move against the 
Creeks at once, 


“Always, Davy was up where 
the bullets were thickest and 
the danger greatest. Time after 
time, he showed the courage 
and fearlessness which had 
earned him his well-deserved 
reputation. At last, months lat- 
er, when the war had ended, 
Davy had become a Colonel of 
Volunteers. 

Now that peace was restored 
to the frontier, Davy started. 
home. The leaves were wearing 
their autumn colors as he 
strode through the forest on 
the long trail back to the snug 
cabin and Polly. 

“There’s nothin’ to keep us 
from goin’ to Texas now,” he 
told a friend who was accom- 
panying him part of the way, 

“Mebbe I’ll go too,” the man 
said. “Hear there’s ‘plenty of 
land down yonder.” E 

“Come along,” Davy cried. 
“We’ll show ’em how to make 
a country grow! Why, PI build 
Polly the finest cabin anyone 
ever saw—and we'll raise cattle 
and corn and when I feel in the 
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mood, Ill just take old Betsy 
and shoot me a bear.” 

A day’s hike from home, he 
parted with his friend who 
lived in another- section “of the 
state. Suddenly, even the fast 
pace he had set all the way was 
too slow, and wouldn’t get him 
there soon enough. So Davy 
broke into a trot which he képt 
up hour after hour, eating up 
the miles with -his effortless 
stride. 

By late afternoon, he came 
to familiar landmarks, to the 
hollow and the swamp where 
he had rescued Jack Hart and 
killed the bear in a hand-to- 
hand struggle. He ran up to 
the top of the rise and looked 
down at the cabin that had 
been his home and where Polly 
was waiting for him. 

But as he stood there, catch- 
ing his breath, he saw no 
smoke coming from the chim- 
ney. The cabin door sagged and 
hung from one rawhide hinge. 
There were weeds choking the 
little flower garden that had 
been Polly’s pride. A chill 
gripped his heart and he raced 
down the slope. 

“Polly! Polly!” he shouted. 
“Pm home!” 

There was no answering cry. 
He sped to the cabin and 
-ooked in. The place was empty 
and had been for some time. 
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“Polly,” he said brokenly. 
“What’s happened here? Where 
are you?” 

The sound of a footstep out- 
side brought him alert, every 
nerve tingling. Gripping Betsy, 
his finger on the trigger, he 
stepped into the doorway. 

A sad-faced. woman stood 
outside. She was the wile of a 
man with whom Davy had 
served in the war, and lived 
further down in the valicy. 

“Jeb told me you were com- 
in? home, Davy. Pve_ been 
watchin’ every day, lookin’ for 
you.” ; 

“Mary, where is she?” he 
asked. 

“It happened three weeks af- 
ter you left, Davy.” 

“What? What happened?” 

“Polly was took with the ty- 
phoid. She was sick for weeks. 


? 


All the folk in the valley took 


turns lookin’ after her, but it 
wasn’t any use. She faded like 
a flower...” 

“You're tellin? me that my 
Polly’s dead?” he asked in a 
tight, strained voice. 

“She went to her reward 
thinkin’ of you, Davy. She 
said, tell him to go on to Texas 
without me.” 

“Where’s her—grave?” 

“Under the willows, by the 
stream. I'll show you.” 

Davy stood by Polly’s grave 
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for a long time and the bold 


fighter, the woodsman who had 
never flinched in the face of 
the worst danger, wept bitterly, 
until there were no more tears 
to shed. 


He found that he couldn’t 
Stay in that place where the 
memories of his beloved Polly 
were still fresh. A few days 
later, Davy filled his pack with 
provisions and went off into 
the woods towards: West Ten- 
nessee and the road to Texas. 

But winter set in early and 
the trails were soon blocked 
with snow and ice. Not even 
Davy could push very fer in 
that bitter weather. He came 


on a deserted fur trapper’s cab- 


in and fixed it up, deciding to 
spend the winter there. The 
former owner’s traps were 
hanging on the walls and-since 
few men equalled Davy’s skill 
as a trapper, he thought it 
might be a good idea if he went 
trapp'ng while he waited for 
warmer weather. 

“Tl be able to sell the fur 
for a good price come Spring,” 
he said to himself. “Could use 
the money as a grubstake when 
I get to Texas.” 


By winter’s end, he had a 
good sized haul of furs and 
packing them on his back, 
headed for the nearest trading 
post, which a passing woods- 


man had told him about. It 
was located some distance away 
in a small village called Lonely 
Pines, on the banks of a river. 

The next morning, after an 
all night march, Davy reached 
the post. He entered the place; 
a log building, and squinted in 
the light of the smoky oil 
lamps. 

An old trapper was pleading 
with a hulking man who stood 
behind the plank counter on 
which was heaped a pile of 
furs. 

“Please, Mr. Burker,’’ the 
old man was. saying, “I need 
more’n three dollars for this 
bunch of pelts...” 

The big man, Burker, spat a 
stream of tobacco juice that 
splashed on the old man’s 
boots. “That’s the price. If you 
don’t like it get out, you old 
fool.” 

“You can’t call me that,” the 
old man cried, trembling with 
anger. 

Burker reached out a huge 
paw and seized the trapper by 
the front of his buckskin shirt. 
“Pll call you or anybody else 
in this neck of the woods what- 
ever I like. Now, take yerr 
mangy furs and get.” F> 
pushed the old man so hard 
that he fell full length on the 
floor. 


Neither man had noticed 
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Davy’s entry. But now, he had 
seen enough. He strode up to 
the counter and dropped his 
pelts on the plank. “Mister,” 
he said, “I want to sell these.” 

Burker looked at him_ with 
narrowed eyes. ‘“Ain’t you a 
stranger in these parts?” 

“That’s none of your con- 
cern. I’m sellin’ furs. Look ’em 
over and stop askin’ ques- 
tions,” Davy said. 

The old trapper had picked 
himself up. He plucked at 
Davy’s sleeve. “Stranger,” he 
said im a  quavering voice, 
“watch yourself. That man’s 
dangerous.” 

Davy smiled, “Thanks for 
the advice, dad. But I can tell 
a tin horn by its sound. This 
one’s all tin.” 


Burker scowled. ‘What? 


You’re lookin’ for trouble, 
stranger, and I’m goin’ to let 
you have it.” He vaulted 


across the. counter, his huge 
hands knotted into knobby 
fists. But even before his feet 
had touched the floor, Davy’s 
fist shot out with the speed of 
a rattler’s tongue. Burker stag- 
gered back as the blow caught 
him on -the jaw. The next 
punch doubled him up and 
Davy dropped him with a jolt- 
- ing uppercut. All this happened 
in a few seconds as the old man 
gawked in open mouthed won- 
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der. : 

“Jumpin? Jehosephat!” he 
cried. “You handled him like 
he was a sack of flour. Who 
are you anyway, stranger?” 

“My name’s Davy Crock- 
ett!” 

“D-Davy Crock—well, PH 
be horn swoggled! No wonder! 
I should’ve guessed! Davy— 
Fm Joe Titus.” He offered his 
hand timidly and Davy took it 
in a firm, friendly grip. 

“Oh, Davy, Davy, you don’t 


* know how welcome you are in 


Lonely Pines. Burker and his 
pardner are robbin’ us blind, 
payin’ us nothin’ for our furs 
and beatin’; even killin’ -any- 
one who stands up to them. 
We're not fightin’? men here. 
We're peaceable folk who- want 
to live in the spirit of brother- 
hood.” 

“There’s not much brother- 
hood in a polecat like him,” 
Davy said nodding towards the 
unconscious figure of Burker. 


“Him and his pardner came 
in and set up the tradin’ post, 
which we thought was a good 
thing and then they took us 
over. If they find out weve 
been sellin’ our furs anywhere 
else, why they’ll come in and 
burn a man’s cabin down, like 
as not. Burker’s mean, but he’s 
nothin’ compared to that pard- 
ner of his.” 
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Burker groaned and sat up 
groggily. Davy yanked him to 
his feet. “Burker, you’ve got 
until I count three to clear out, 
or else I'll really hand you a 
shellackin’!” 

“B-but where’ll I go?” Burk- 
er blubbered. 

Davy pointed towards the 
forest. “There’s room for you 
out there. Now get! One, 
two...” As Davy doubled his 
fist, Burker fled out the door, 
running with surprising speed 
for such a big man. Davy 
laughed heartily. “I told you 
he was a tin horn, didn’t I? 
Now, let’s go after his pardner. 
Where do I find him?” 

“He went up river with a 
canoe load of furs that he’d 
taken from some poor trapper, 
and is goin’ to sell them at 
. Three Forks for a big price. 
He'll be back pretty soon, I 
reckon.” 

Davy flexed his fingers. “Pd 
like to meet him,” he said 
meaningfully, 

“PI tell you who you’re go- 
in’ to meet, Davy. My missus 
and all the folks here in Lone- 
ly Pines. We'll have a big party 
at my cabin. It’s a day to cele- 
brate.” ; 

There was a fine festive 
gathering that night in the 
Titus place, with heaping plat- 
ters of food and mugs of steam- 


ing coffee. The people of Lone- 
ly Pines were simple, friendly 
souls. Fur trappers and farm- 
ers, they led quiet, useful lives. 

Joe Titus was retelling the 
story about the way Davy had 
handled Burker for the tenth 
time, when the door of the cab- 
in flew open under the impact 
of a powerful kick. 

Burker stood on the thresh- 
old. He carried a pistol in his 
hand.. A man stood in the shad- 
ows beside him with a cocked 
rifle. Burker pointed to Davy, 
talking to the man beside him. 

“There he is, pardner. That’s 
the man,” he said. 

Silence fell on the room and 
the people turned pale as Davy 
rose. “It’s Burker’s pardner, 
Kelso,” Joe Titus said, in a 
frightened voice. 

“I thought I told you to 
clear out, Burker,” Davy said, 
peering into the shadows try- 
ing to see Burker’s companion. 

“Stand aside, Burker. TIl 
handle this,’ a husky voice 
boomed. The man, Kelso, en- 
tered the room. He was big, 
standing almost a head taller 
than Davy. His face was beard- 
ed and the rifle looked like a 
toy in his giant hands. 

“Davy Crockett!” Kelso 
hissed. “So you’re the wonder 
man, huh? It’ll be a pleasure to 
kill you.” 
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T FRIGHTENED villag- 
ers gasped, as Kelso’s fin- 
ger curled around the trigger of 
his gun, and in that instant, 
Davy acted. His hand reached 
for a coffee mug which he 
hurled at Kelso’s head, and he 
dived for the rifle, even as it 
exploded. But Davy had moved 
fast enough to deflect the bar- 
rel so that the bullet whizzed 

t his ear. 

The scalding coffee splashed 
aver Kelso, who screamed in 
pain, dropping the weapon. 
Davy’s fist shot out with the 
power of a bear’s paw. The 
punch landed on the point of 
Kelso’s chin making a noise 
like a snapping bull whip and 
the man dropped as if he had 
been pole-axed. 


Leaping across Kelso, Davy 
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wrenched the pistol from Burk- 
ers quaking hand. He 
grabbed the man by the throat 
and slammed him against the 
wall. In’a voice like ice, Davy 
said, “I’m goin’ to make sure 
you clear out and take him 
with you.” 

He effortlessly swung the 
unconscious man over his 
shoulder and pushed Burker 
out the door. With the villagers 
following, he strode down to 
the river’s edge where a canoe 
was tied up to the shore. He 
dumped Kelso into the vessel. 
Pointing to Burker he said, 
“Get movin’. If I hear that ei- 
ther of you are in these parts 
again, so help me, PH kill you 
both.” 

The cringing, shaken Burker. 
clambered into the canoe and 
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a moment later, was furiously 
paddling down stream. Davy 
watched until the darkness had 
swallowed the canoe and its oc- 
cupants. 


He turned to the people. . 


“Folks, I reckon they won’t be 
botherin’ you again. Now, Pil 
grab some shut eye. PI be 
movin’ at day break. Mister 
Titus, you can have my furs. 
You'll be able to trade them 
at Three Forks.” 

Titus cried, “Are you goin’ 
away, Davy? Where?” 

“To Tegas.” 

“But the people need you 
here, need the tradin’ post, too. 
Takes a week to reach Three 


Forks and come back. Stay,~ 


Davy and run the post. We 
need you.” 

Other voices joined in the 
plea. “What if Kelso and his 
partner hear you’re gone and 
come back?” a woman asked 
plaintively, fear in her eyes. 

Davy frowned. He wanted to 
go to Texas, yet he was needed 
here. He knew he couldn’t leave 
these frightened people. 

So Davy stayed in Lonely 
Pines and ran the trading post. 
Time slipped away. Polly was 
still a dull ache in his heart 
and to help him forget her, he 
busied himself day and night 
with the post, hunting, trapping 
- and tworking on improving the 
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village. He built a new church 
almost single handed, cut and 
hauled logs for a meeting house 
and erected a palisade to pro- 
tect the.settlement. 


Now Davy discovered that 
he had a talent for speech mak- 
ing, especially on political is- 
sues of the day. People wanted 
to hear what he had to say and 
liked what he said. One day a 
listener said, “Davy, you ought 
to be in Congress. Yes sir, 
that’s where you could serve 
our people best.” 

Davy laughed this off, but 
the voters didn’t and in the 
very next election, they select- 
ed him as their representative 
in the nation’s capital. So Davy 
went to Congress and the jour- 
ney to Texas was postponed 
again. While a representative, 
he visited New York, Boston, 
and Philadelphia 
and learned what life was like 
in the big cities. e 


He no longer wore buckskins 
and a coonskin cap. His suit 
was woven of fine wool. His 
shirts were linen, his hat of 
beaver fur. But hanging in the 
closet of his bedroom in the 
small house he had rented as a 
Washington residence, there 
hung the buckskin shirt, the 
hunting trousers: and the coon- 
skin cap. In a corner of that 
same closet, Betsy was stand- 
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ing, neatly polished and 
cleaned ready for instant use, 
while from a peg dangled the 
powder horn, bullet bag and 
hunting knife. At heart, Davy 
was still a frontiersman. 

After serving several terms 
in Congress, Davy had his fill 
of politics and did not run for 
re-election. He was thinking 
about what to do next when 
someone knocked on his door 
one brisk fall morning. 

“Howdy,” Davy said to the 
man on the threshold. “What 
can I do for you, sir?” 


The man, short and plump 
as a pouter pigeon said, “Ah, 
Mister Crockett. It’s not what 
you can do for me, but rather 
what I can do for you. My 
card, sir.” He took a leather 
case from his pocket, drew out 
a card and handed it to Davy. 

“Zacharias Redding, Lec- 
ture and Concert Manager,” 
Davy read aloud. He looked up 
puzzled at his chubby visitor. 
“But I don’t understand...” 

“My dear fellow, it’s no mys- 
tery,” Redding said. “You’re a 
popular man. Everyone knows 
of Davy Crockett, sir. I plan 
to arrange for you to speak in 
every large city in the United 
States. You'll be a rich man. A 
rich, rich man.’ 

“And where do you shine 
in?” Davy asked bluntly. - 
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“PI be your manager 
and.. 

He “was raded by a 
hoarse shouting in the street. 
They could hear newsboys cry- ` 
ing, “Extra! Extra!” There 
were cries of excitement grow- 
ing louder each moment. 

Davy ran to the windows 
and flung them open, stepping 
out on the balcony. He saw 
groups of men clustered 
around the newsboys who were 
quickly selling their stocks of 


ı newspapers. 


Spying a man he knew, Davy 
called out, “Henry! What is it? 
What’s happened?” 

His friend shouted back, 
“Big news, Davy! The Texans 
have revolted against Mexico! 
They’ve set up their own Re- 
public! They’re calling for vol- 
unteers!”” 

Davy gripped the wrought 
iron railing of the balcony. His 
heart pounded fast. Texas! : 

He walked back into the par- 
lor where Redding was still 
waiting for him. “I should 
think, ‘sir, that you wouldn’t 
walk out on me when I’m talk- 
ing about your future,” the fat 
man scolded. 

“Oh, I’m all settled about 
my future,’ Davy said. “I’ve 
made up my mind.” 

“Then you'll go on tour? 
Travel?” 
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“Yes, Reckon I aim to do a 
heap~of travelin’. Fact is, I 
“can’t wait. I’m goin’ to put on 
my travelin’ clothes right now, 
Excuse me, Sir.” 

Davy. stepped into his bed- 
room and opened the closet 
door. A few minutes later, he 
re-entered the parlor dressed in 
buckskins, carrying Betsy, and 
with the coonskin cap on his 
head. Redding looked at him in 
utter amazement. 

“My dear fellow,” he gasped, 
“Mister Crockett—what in the 
world? I can hardly believe my 
eyes.” 

Davy grinned widely. “Feels 
good to be wearin’ these again. 
To be carryin’ old Betsy.” 

“But where are you going in 
that outlandish rig?” Redding 
asked. : 

“To Texas, my friend. To 
Texas,” Davy said. “Can’t 
waste any more time-with you, 
sir. Get yourself another 
speechifier; They. need bullets, 
not words in Texas.” 

Davy -contacted agents of 
the Texas Lone Star Republic 
who had set up headquarters in 
Washington. From them he 
learned that volunteers were 
gathering at various places 
along the Mississippi River, 
sailing downstream to New Or- 
leans on beats and then going 
on to Texas by an overland 


route. 

Without delay, Davy set out 
for the meeting place on the 
Mississippi. When he arrived, 
he found a group of volunteers 
outfitting a boat for the jour- 
ney. As he approached them, 
one man looked up, cried 
“Davy Crockett!” and ‘rushed 
to him with outstretched hands. 
He noticed the puzzled expres- 
sion on Davy’s face. 

“Don’t you remember me, 
Davy?” the man asked. 

“You look mighty familiar, 
but- . 

“Pm Jack Hart. You saved 
my, life, pulled me out of the 
quicksand, killed a bear. I was 
deliverin’ a letter to you from 
Andy Jackson...” 

“Jumpin? horned toads!” 
Davy cried, wringing the oth- 
er’s-hand. “What in tarnation 
are you doin’ here?” 

“Volunteered for Texas,” 
Jack said. “You goin’, too?” 

“Hope to whip a bobcat, I 
am,” Davy said. 

Hart looked at Davy approv- 
ingly. “Been hearin’ lots about 
you, Davy. They say you was 
elected to -congress. Mighty | 
high falutin’ if you ask me.” 

‘“Yep, but that’s done now, 
I’m just a backwoodsman goin’ 
to Texas.” 

Soon, the boat was floating 
down the river towards New 
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Orleans. “We’re on our way,” 
Davy said to Jack. “Texas at 
last!” 

Before long they ran into 
bad weather. Rain poured 
down, and the river became 
a torrent. The current grew 
swifter and swifter until white 
caps broke over the deck of 
the boat and the men sloshed 
about in ankle-deep water. 

The next day, Davy and the 
helmsman were standing in the 
stern of the boat as the angry 
river swirled about them. Great 
trees, carried along by the cur- 
rent, raced by them. They saw 
entire houses. drifting in the 
flood. Then a new sound was 
added to steady drumming of 
rain and splash of the water. 
It was a roaring noise that re- 
minded Davy of a constant roll 
of thunder. He glanced at the 
helmsman, who had turned 
` pale. 

“What’s that?” Davy asked. 

“The rapids. We’re goners 
less we can ride through past 
the rocks. It’s a cinch when 
the river’s down, but: now...” 

Then there was no time for 
words. They saw the churning 
water ahead. Every man braced 
himself, hanging on for dear 
life. Then they hit the rapids, 
the boat tilting crazily. It was 
tossed about like a pebble in 
a giant’s hand. Davy could see 


DAVY CROCKETT 


the black jagged rocks jutting 
-out of the river. Only a-steady 
hand could take their boat 
-through safely. 

Suddenly, a solid sheet of 
water struck them, almost 
standing the boat on its end. 
The helmsman lost his footing 


_and with a piercing shriek was 


swept overboard. as Davy 
grabbed for him. The man 
struggled for a moment, then 
was lost to sight in the raging 
water. The tiller swung free 
and the boat veered towards 
the rocks. 

Davy leaped for the tiller, 
seizing it in his powerful grip. 
Bracing his legs, he fought to 
turn the boat from the certain 
destruction it faced on the 
rocks. 

“Tf I don’t do it,”he thought, 
“were all goners.” 


The water almost tore the 
tiller from his hands, but he 
clung to it. Slowly, inch by 
inch, he turned it, battling the 
current every second. His mus- 
cles tensing, he finally managed 
to gain control of the boat and 
turn it away from the rocks as 
it responded to the helm, at 
last. 

In a few minutes they were 
past the rocks and through the 
rapids. Although the current 
was still swift, Davy was able 
to steer to an inlet where they 
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tied up. 

The rain finally stopped and 
the men were able to build 
fires ashore to dry their clothes ` 
-and equipment. Jack Hart and 
Davy huddled over a small fire 
as a sharp. wind whistled 
through the trees, making an 
eerie sound. Hart looked 
around apprehensively. “Sure 
wish we hadn’t put in here,” he 
said. 

“Looks alright to me,” Davy 
said. “What’s botherin’ you?’ 

“This section of the river’s 
been plagued by a gang of 
river pirates: Nasty customers,” 
Jack explained. “They might 
jump us.” 

Davy smiled as he looked 
around at the tough band of 
Texas-bound volunteers. “I 
don’t think there’s anythin’ to 
worry about. These lads can 
handle themselves.” 

“All the same I wish it was 
mornin’ and we were out of 
here.” 


Worn out by the exertions 
of the day, the men bedded 
down on the wet earth, hud- 
dling close around the fires. 
Soon, all were asleep. 

Something awakened Davy, 
some time later. The camp fires 
had burned down to glowing 
ashes and the night was dark 
and still. Davy could make out- 
the boat riding at anchor and 
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the forms of his sleeping com- 
panions. Yet, there was a grow- 
ing uneasiness in him. He lis- 
tened to the night sounds of 
the forest. All at once he stiff- 
ened. He heard a twig snap. 
Then, he heard: the shuffling 
of feet. : 

Instantly alert,- he reached 
for Betsy, awakened Hart and 
whispered in his ear, “Some- 
one’s sneakin’ into camp. Get 
up!” 

Hart grabbed his rifle and 
listened. He ‘too, heard (the 
stealthy sounds. Moving like a 
shadow, Davy rolled away from 
the fire, raised Betsy and cried 
out, “Who’s there?” 

His answer was a shattering 
volley from the woods. The 
night was pierced by the orange 
flames of muskets, and the si- 
lence shattered by gun fire. 
Fortunately, the attackers had 
fired high and the bullets 
splashed into the river, kicking 
up spouts of water. 

Awakened, the volunteers 
leaped „to their feet as two 
groups of men brandishing cut- 
lasses and pistols dashed out 
of the woods. 

“Pirates!” Jack yelled. 

“Go get ’em, boys!” Davy 
shouted. 

In a moment, ‘the camp site 
was filled with desperately 
Struggling men. Fallowed by 
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Hart, Davy rushed at the en- 
emy, clubbing his rifle. In a 
twinkling they had smashed a 
way for themselves and sent a 
number of the pirates into 
headlong flight. 

One of the attackers stood 
his ground, crying out. “You 


cowards! You _lily-livered 
skunks! Come back!” 
Waving his» cutlass, he 


slashed at Davy who parried 
the stroke with Betsy’s barrel. 


Davy brought the butt up in ` 


a hard blow against the man’s 
chest, knocking him to the 
ground, gasping for breath. 
Davy held the clubbed mus- 
ket over the man’s head. “Make 
a move and TIl brain you,” he 


said. Z 

As quickly as it had flared 
up, the fight was’ over. Two 
attackers and one volunteer 
had been killed and several vol- 
unteers had minor wounds, 
but in the main, they had es- 
caped very well. 

` Davy prodded his prisoner 
to his feet. “Someody bring 
a torch,” he ordered, “‘let’s get 
a look at him.” 

Jack Hart snatched a flam- 
ing brand from one of the camp 
fires. He held it so that the 
light from it fell on the man’s 
face. The prisoner was masked. 
Davy yanked the mask off and 
looked into the angry eyes of 
his old enemy—Silver Hawk! 


CHAPTER VIII 
SILVER HAWK 


TANDING THERE, in the 
uncertain light of the flick- 
ering fire brand, Davy almost 
doubted his own eyes. Silver 
Hawk was his prisoner! 
“Silver Hawk!’ Davy gasped. 
“I thought..... z 
` “That I was dead? That the 
Creeks had killed me. No, I 
don’t die that easy. They threw 
me out of the tribe, and drove 
me into the woods barefooted, 
without food or weapons, but I 
managed to stay alive because 
I have a mission.” 
“A mission? What are you 
talking about? What mission?” 
“To kill you. Someday, PH 
get you, Davy Crockett!” Sil- 
ver Hawk cried hoarsely. 
“Talk’s cheap,” Davy said. 
“You'd better. start worryin’ 
about what’s goin’ to happen to 
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you—not what you want to 
do to me,” 

The other volunteers formed 
a circle around them, watching 
this by-play with interest. Jack 
Hart said, “Who's this polecat 
anyway, Davy, and how do you 
know him?” 

Davy smiled. “Don’t reckon 
it makes any difference how I 
know him. Let’s say that I do, 
that I’ve tangled with him be- 
fore.” i 

“What do you aim to do 
with him, Davy?” Jack asked. 

“Well, since we’re goin’ to 
New Orleans I say turn him 
over to the military authorities 
there. They'll know how to 
handle a river pirate.” 

“Im all for having a neck- 
tie party right here and now,” 
cried a lanky volunteer. “For 
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one, I don’t like the idea of 
feedin’ him. We don’t have 
much grub to spare, anyway.” 

“Let’s. save the army the 
trouble. We’ll string him up 
now. I'll get the rope,” a sec- 
ond man added. 

“We can use that tree,” an- 
other man said, pointing to a 
nearby oak. 

Although Silver Hawk’s face 
did not reflect the fear he felt, 
he was thoroughly frightened. 

The man ran off and came 
back with a rope which he 
quickly fashioned into a noose. 
“Let’s get it over with,” he 
said, grabbing Silver Hawk’s 
arm. Several others seized the 
prisoner and started hustling 
him to the oak tree when a 
commanding voice called out 
sharply, “Let him go!” 

The volunteers turned to face 
Davy Crockett standing with 
his legs wide spread, his face 
srim and Betsy in his hand. 
‘PI kill the first man who 

oves,” he said, and no one 
doubted the warning menace 
>f his voice. 

“What’s got into you, Davy, 
tandin’ up for this critter?” 
ne of the men asked. 

“Mebbe I’ve got a few ideas 
‘bout justice,” Davy said. “I 
know this man, Silver Hawk. 
T know-what he’s. done in the 
sast. Hes  bad—but that 
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doesn’t give anyone the right ` 
to take the law inte his own 
hands.” 

“Jumpin’ Jehosaphet,” Jack 
Hart cried. “What do you care 
what -the boys do to the likes 
of him, Davy?” 

“T care because every man’s 
entitled to a fair trial in this 
land of ours. By Jiminy, I’m 
goin’ to see that he gets it, if 
I have to fight the lot of you.” 

“Fell be treated like a pris- 
oner,” Davy stated. “He’s to 
be kept under guard in_ the 
stern of the boat and any man 
who mistreats him is goin’ to 
answer to me.” 

The volunteers nodded in 
agreement. Next morning, they 
broke camp after burying the 
victims of the fight. Soon, the 
boat was underway. Silver 
Hawk, his hands securely 
bound behind his back, but his 
legs free, was sitting in the 
stern near the helmsman. A 
guard, carrying a loaded rifle 
stood by, watching every move 
the prisoner made. 

Silver Hawk stared into the 
river. The long trail seemed to 
be nearing an end for him. 
Surely, the military authorities 
would condemn him to die on 
the gallows. 

He glared at Davy, who 
lounged amidship chatting with 
some of the other men. Every- 
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thing about the man irked Sil- 
ver Hawk, even though he knew 
Davy had just saved his life. 
In his heart he knew the truth, 
that Davy was a worthy foe, 
his superior in every way. Still, 
a proud man like Silver Hawk 
would never admit this, even 
if it would cost him his life. 

Davy ambled over to him. 
“Reckon you made a real bad 


mistake this time, Silver 
Hawk.” 
Silver Hawk lowered his 


head and kept silent. Davy 
grinned at him with undisguised 
amusement. ‘Sulkin’ won’t do 
you any good,” he said. “May 
as well make the best of it. 
Mebbe the soldiers won’t hang 
you. Mebbe they’ll only send 
you to prison. But we’ll be at 
least another three days to New 
Orleans, and if we run into 
weather trouble, it may take 
longer. So don’t make it worse 
for yourself by actin’ mean.” 

Davy glanced up at the sky. 
Ominous black clouds were 
: gathering. “Speakin’ of weath- 
er, looks like we’re in for an- 
other blow.” A streak of light- 
ning followed by the growl of 
thunder gave more than an un- 
pleasant hint that the «danger 
of storms had not yet passed. 

Davy turned to the guard. 
“Mike,” he said, “şo on to the 
galley. Theres hot coffee. PH 
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take over here.” 

The guard nodded and 
trotted off, disappearing into 
the crude galley cabin up for- 
ward. Davy leaned on his long 
rifle looking down at Silver 
Hawk. “Thinking of escapin’?” 
he asked. 


“That’s my business,” Silver, 


Hawk said. 

At that instant, a flash of 
lightning forked through the 
blackening sky, followed by a 
deafening thunderclap. The 
bolt struck a tree on the-shore- 
line at a point where the boat 
was drifting past. A great 
sheet of blue-white flame 
leaped up from the stricken 
tree-and spread quickly to the 
underbrush and other foliage. 
In seconds, the woods were 
turned into a giant bonfire. 

This attracted the attention 
of everyoné on board. The men 
rushed to the side of the boat, 
shouting and pointing with ex- 
citement. Even Davy turned to 
stare at the raging flames. This 


. gave Silver Hawk the chance 
he had been seeking. To fur-_ 


ther aid him, a terrific rain- 
fall followed the lightning flash. 

“Its now or never,” Silver 
Hawk muttered. 

He scrambled to his feet, 
moving awkwardly with his 
hands tied behind his back. But 
this handicap did not stop him 


hy 
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from clearing the stern rail in 
_a mighty leap and plunging into 
the dark, foaming river which 
had been whipped up to new 
fury by the lashing of the sud- 
den storm. 

As he landed in the water, 
Davy saw him. “Silver Hawk!” 
he cried. “You fool!” 

He ran to the stern and saw 
the man’s head bobbing in the 
storm-swept water. Jack Hart 
pushed close to Davy. “He 
hasn’t a chance. He’ll drown!” 
Davy shouted above the howl- 
ing wind which had come up 
with the rain. 

Jack said, “Don’t let that 
worry you, Davy. Pll see that 
he doesn’t drown.” 

He raised his rifle, taking 
aim at the struggling Silver 
Hawk. Davy knocked his gun 
barrel aside. “No, Jack,” Davy 
said. “Not that way, when he 
doesn’t have a chance to defend - 
himself.” 

Moments later, the swift cur- 
rent swept the boat around a 
bend. Davy peered through the 
curtain of rain, certain, that 
at last, Silver Hawk had met 
his doom. 

But that wasn’t so, for when 
Silver Hawk leaped into the 
water, he managed to keep him- 
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self afloat by kicking out with 
his feet. The current swept 
him around and he was caught 
in an eddy, which dragged him 
down. Holding his breath until 
he felt that his lungs would 
burst, he kicked himself back 
to the surface. 

A cross-current caught him 
and earried him, half-drowned 
to a jutting mud bank, where 
he was hurled up and left 
gasping as the river raced on 
past him. There, Silver Hawk 
lay for hours, his strength 
spent. At last, he stumbled to 
his feet and dragged himself 
to more solid ground. 

“My hands. Have to get my 
hands free,” he mumbled. ` 

He found a sharp rock and 
rubbed the thongs that bound 
his wrist against the stone. It 
was a slow, painful process and 
soon his wrists were raw and 
bleeding, but finally the cords 
snapped. 

Silver Hawk stood on the 
bank of the wild river. His face 
as stormy as the weather, he 
raised his fists high over his 
head and shouted at the howl- 
ing elements, “I swear to de- 
stroy Davy Crockett!” he cried 
in a terrible voice. “PIL follow 
him to Texas and I] find him! 
And when I do—I’ll kill him!” 


CHAPTER IX 
A SHOT IN THE DARK 


HEN THE storm had 

passed, the trip- to New 
Orleans continued without fur- 
ther incident. The men lolled 
around on the deck under the 
bright sunny sky talking about 
Texas and what lay ahead for 
them. 

“T reckon there’s a fine fu- 
ture in Texas for all of us. But 
the most important is this 
chance to fight for freedom,” 
Davy said to Jack Hart. 

“I hear the situation’s mighty 
rough,” Jack said. “The Mex- 
icans won’t take this revolution 
layin’ down, you know. They 
say this big general of theirs, 
the one named Santa Anna, is 
a pretty mean customer.” 

“You gettin’ cold ` feet, 
Jack?” Davy asked. 
~ “Nope. But a fact’s a fact. 
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They’ve got the men, the can- 
non and the leaders. It’s mighty 
hard to win a war against all 
that.” _* 

“Seems to me, Jack, you’re 
forgettin’ about the handful of 
raggedy soldiers commanded by 
a General named George Wash- 
ington. They did a pretty good 
job with nothin’ against an en- 
emy that had all the aces. 
You’re forgettin’ somethin’ else. 
The biggest part of winnin’ a 
war—or anythin’ else.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You can’t lose when you’ve 
got the right on your side. 
That’s how I’ve always figured. 
Remember—I told you once 
before. I make sure I’m right—_ 
and then go ahead,” Davy said. 

Further conversation ended 
as the boat rounded a bend in 
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“the river. A cry went up from ~ 


several men in the prow. ‘New 
Orleans!” they cried, jumping 
to their feet and pointing ex- 
citedly. Davy and Jack pushed 
their way to the front of the 
boat. There it was. They had 
reached their goal. 

In a short time, Davy’s boat 
had been guided to a mooring 
place and the excited volunteers 
leaped ashore. They were met 
by a stern faced, gray haired 
old man who was standing on 
the pier as the volunteers came 
off the boat. 

“Which one is Davy Crock- 
ett?” the man asked. 

“Right here,” Davy said, 
stepping forward. “Who wants 
me?” 

“Pm-Ab Fenton, delegate of 
the Lone Star Republic of Tex- 
as. Here are my credentials.” 
He showed Davy an efficial 
looking paper which was signed 
by Sam Houston. “I’d like a 
private word with you, Crock- 
ett.” 

The two men stepped to a 
side as the volunteers went to 
work unloading the boat. Fen- 
ton’s face was solemn as he 
spoke to Davy. “The situation 
in Texas is serious. A troop 
of ovr men under Colonel Jim 
Bowie and Colonel Bill Travis 
have captured San Antonio. 
They’ve fortified an oia mis- 
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sion called the Alamo and they ` 
mean to hold it. But we’ve just 
had word that Santa Anna and 
five thousand Mexican soldiers 
are on the way to the Alamo. 
We need every rifle to defend 
it. How soon can these men 
move?” 

“It’s been a hard voyage,” 
Davy said. “Mebbe in a day or 
two, after they’ve rested up 
here in New Orleans.” 

“That’s not soon enough,” 
Fenton said grimly. “We need 
them at the Alamo immediate- 
ly.” 

“Let me talk to the boys, 
sir,” Davy said. “You’d better 
come with me.” He walked with 
the Texan to the place where 
the men were piling up their 
supplies. 

“Boys, Ab Fenton here is 
from Texas,’ Davy said. “He 
tells me they need us at once to 
fight in a place called the Ala- 
mo. Can you leave at sun-up?” 

A wild whoop was Davy’s 
answer. The men threw their 
hats in the air and capered 
about, pounding-each ether on 
the back. 

“Yahoo! Were goin’ to 
fight!” they cried. “Yahoo!” 

Davy grinned ‘at Fenton. 


“There’s your answer, sir!” 
y , 


Jack Hart stood off to one 
side watching the volunteers. 
“It’s plain to see none of ’em 


A SHOT IN THE DARK 


have ever been in a real war. 
Standin’ up to a cavalry charge, 
hearin’ the cannons boom at 
them. It’s easy enoughto fight 
a brawl like the other night, 
but war’s different!” 

Davy clapped him affection- 
ately on the shoulder. “Jack, 
I reckoh if Pd have known 
you’d turn out to be such a 
sour old crab apple, I’d never 
have pulled you out of that 
quicksand.” | 

Jack shrugged. “Just facin’ 
the facts. I’ve seen war—plen- 
ty of it. I fought the Red Coats 


and the Creeks, too. I. know 


it’s nothin’’to dance about.” 

Davy nodded solemnly. 
“They’ll find that out too, Jack. 
Don’t begrudge ’em their fun 
while they can have it.” 

The next few hours were 
busy ones for Davy and all the 
volunteers. There were wagons 
to load, weapons to be cleaned, 
horses to be saddled and final. 
inspections to be made of the 
men and their equipment. By 
unanimous vote, Davy was 
elected as the leader of the vol- 
unteers. 

The next morning at dawn, 
the men were mounted and 
ready to move. Fenton bade 
them farewell. “I’d rather be 
going with you, than staying 
here,” he said. “But we all 
have our job to do and mine 
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“is to see that. volunteers are 


sent where they are needed. I’m 
an old man. Maybe too old 
to fight by your side, but we 
all serve the cause of liberty 
in our own way! Goodbye and 
God Bless you all!” 

The eager volunteers re- 
sponded with a hearty shout. , 
Davy leaned out of his saddle, 
shook hands with Fenton. then 
rising in his stirrups pointed 
westward. “Forward!” he cried. 
The troop moved out, wagon 
wheels creaking and horses 
cantering. 

For two days they rode at 
a steady pace, across a wide, 
endless prairie, with Davy lead- 
ing the way. The second night, 
they halted in the shelter of a 
gentle, grass covered slope. 
Davy stood by the campfire lis- 
tening to the men’s idle talk 


-as they ate their meager supper 


of dried beef and beans, washed 
down by strong, hot coffee. 

Suddenly, out of the dark- 
ness, there came the sharp 
crack of a rifle. A bullet kicked 
up the dirt at Davy’s feet’ and 
plowed into the fire, scattering 
sparks and brands. Davy threw 
himself to the ground and the 
others followed suit. At the 
crest of the hilly they heard 
a horse galloping away. 

Davy jumped up. “I’m goin’ 
after him. That shot was meant 
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for me!” 

“Wait, Davy!” Jack cried. 
“Vou can’t... z 

“Pve had an idea somebody 
was trailin’ us. Thought I 
caught a glimpse of him this 
mornin’! Now, I’m sure. Take 
over the command, Jack! I’ll 
meet you at the Alamo!” 

In a matter of minutes, 
. Davy’s wiry mustang was sad- 
dled and the tall woodsman was 
galloping in pursuit of his un- 
known enemy. He followed the 
trail in the moonlight, leaning 
far out of his saddle from time 
to time to pick up a sign. His 
sharp eyes missed nothing and 
the chase was a swift one. 

His quarry was a skilled 
woodsman. Several times he 
threw Davy off the track tem- 
porarily, by circling, back 
tracking, and using every trick 
he could to baffle his pursuer. 

After several hours, the mus- 
tang grew weary. 

“Better let him rest a while,” 
Davy thought. “PI wait until 
daybreak.” He halted, hobbled 
the winded steed and unsaddled 
him. With the saddle for a pil- 
low, Davy rolled up in his blan- 
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ket and slept with his loaded - 


tifle handy. At dawn, after a 
hasty breakfast, he took up the 
‘rail: again. 

The sun was climbing high 
vhen he first sighted the man 
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he was after. Davy slapped his 
horse, urging the sturdy little 
steed to a greater pace. 

“Pve got him now,” Davy 
thought. “Come on, boy!” he 
cried aloud to his mount. “We 
can’t let him gét away.” 

The ground changed. It bé- 
came rougher. Scrub oak and 
clumps of prairie grass grew 
at -scattered. intervals amidst. 
the cluster of boulderm In the 
distance, Davy saw a line of 
trees which told his practiced 
eye that somewhere, beyond, 
there was a river or a stream. 

Davy’s mount closed the gap 
between the two men. Davy 
could see that the others’ horse 
was tiring rapidly. At length, 
they drew abreast and Davy 
hurled himself from his saddle. 
leaping onto the man’s back. 
They swayed from side to side 
for a moment and then both . 
toppled to the ground. 

Although they were jarred 


“by the fall, the men were on 


their feet in a moment. As his 
enemy leaped for his throat, 
Davy saw who. it was. 

“You!” Davy cried, beating. 
the man back. 

“Thought the river got me, 
didn’t you?” Silver Hawk said, 
circling, looking for an open- 
ing. 

“You won’t get away this 
time, Silver Hawk!” Davy said, 
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-warily watching his foe’s 
moves. 

~ “It would’ve been all over 
if Pd hit you last night. The 
firelight spoiled my aim,” Sil- 
ver Hawk said. He rushed in 
and ‘swung at Davy, who 
caught the blow high on his 
head. He rocked back, but sent 
Silver Hawk to the dirt with 
a punch to the jaw. 

“Get up,” Davy panted, 
standing over the fallen man. 

Silver Hawk pulled himself 
to his feet. He stood swaying. 
His face was battered and 
bruised. He stared dully at 
Davy, then suddenly, his eyes 
grew wide. 

“Crockett!” he cried. “Look 
out there. Horsemen!” 

“You think an old trick like 
that could fool me!” Davy 
said, grinning. 

A shot sounded from behind. 
A bullet whined between the 
two men and ricocheted off the 


rocks. Davy whirled. He saw 
a party of horsemen galloping 
towards them. 

“Mexicans!” Davy ~cried. 
“Grab your gun and take 
cover!” 

Silver Hawk sprinted for his 
horse, drew his rifle from the 
saddle boot, grabbed a pouch 
of bullets and a powder horn 
and raced behind a cluster of 
rocks. Davy followed a mo- 
ment later, leading the horses. 
He tied them to a shrub, ran 
to Silver Hawk’s side and 
dropped to the ground, staring 
at the oncoming horsemen. 

“Looks like we'll have to 
postpone our own feud for a 
while, Silver Hawk,” he said. 
“This crowd’s after both of 
us.” 

Silver Hawk did not reply. 
His eyes met Davy’s as a volley 
rang out from the Mexicans 
and the bullets chipped splin- 
ters from the sheltering rocks. 


CHAPTER X 


UNDER FIRE 


qf BREE TIMES, the Mexi- 

can horsemen rushed Davy 
and Silver Hawk. Each time 
they fled under the fire of the 
two marksmen, who worked 
smoothly and efficiently togeth- 
er. As Davy shot, Silver Hawk 
rammed in another bullet and 
reloaded in a matter of seconds. 
While Silver Hawk was shoot- 
ing, Davy was ready to keep 
up the hail of lead. Thus, they 
kept up a continual pattern of 
deadly bullets. 

Each time one of them sent 
off a shot, a Mexican saddle 
was emptied. Soon, the ground 
was dotted with still figures. 

After the last attack had 
been repulsed and the pair had 
a breathing spell, Davy turned 
to Silver Hawk, saying, “We’re 
in a good position here. They 
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can’t shoot at us while they’re 
chargin’. I reckon they/ll try 
to come up on foot so they can 
throw some lead, too.” 

Silver Hawk nodded. “It 
won’t be as easy to pick ’em ` 
off then. They'll have cover 
behind the rocks.” 

“Must be about a dozen of 
em left,” Davy said. “That 
gives us another problem—a 
big one.” : 

“What’s that? 
asked. 

“T’m runnin’ low on ammuni- 
tion, Have maybe five, six 
rounds left.” 

Silver Hawk rummaged in 
his bullet pouch. “I’ve got 
about- same.” 

“Its a cinch we can’t hold 
out much longer,” Davy said. 
He peered over the rocks 


” Silver Hawk 
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cautiously. A frown creased 
his brow as he dropped back. 
“Were in for it now,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” Silver 
Hawk asked. à 

“Half dozen more Mexicans 
just rode up, draggin’ a small 
cannon with ’em. They’ll be 
blazin’ away at us with it any 
minute. I sure don’t relish 
gettin’ pounded to pieces with 
cannon balls.” ; 

“What can we do, Crock- 
ett?” Silver Hawk asked. 
“This could become a death 
trap, if we stay here.” 

“Well, for one thing, we can 
pick off the gunners long as 
we have bullets. The way I 


see it, the Mexicans aren’t~ 


goin’ to risk their necks by 
chargin’ if they can blast us 
out.” 

“What happens when we run 
out of bullets? Do we sit here 
and let ’em cut our throats? 
Maybe you want to be a dead 
hero—but not me! Pm goin’ 
to live!” Silver Hawk’s eyes 
; Tose toʻa high pitch. His face 
| was pale, his blue eyes large 
and wild. 

“What are you thinkin’?” 
_ Davy asked harshly. 

“PIE surrender before I die 
here,” Silver Hawk cried. 

Davy’s hand shot out like a 
whiplash, as he cuffed the 
other man across the face with 


a back handed slap that 
sounded like a pistol shot. 

“You’re not goin’ anywhere. 
I don’t want to die either, not 
here, at least, in this pile of 
rocks. If I’ve got to die, it'll 
be in the Alamo. But if it’s in 
the cards that PII go here, I’m 
not lettin’ them have me cheap. 
They'll pay for me and you’re 
stickin’ Silver Hawk, because 
I promise that you’ll never live 
to surrender.” 

They glared at each other for 
a time. At last the brittle ice 
of Davy’s eyes made Silver 
Hawk turn away. A feeling of 
shame crept over him, despite 
himself and he felt a glow of 
admiration for Davy. 

“All right,” he said, rubbing 
his jaw, “I—I was just talkin’, 
I won’t run out on you.” 

“Then lets get to work,” 
Davy said. “Keep an eye on 
the gunners. They’re at long 
range, but with a little luck, we 
can hit ’em. There’s a stiff wind 
at our backs and that'll give 
the bullets an extra lift.” 

He raised his head and saw 
the Mexican cannoneers set- 
ting up the small cannon. He 
waited until a gunner stepped 
forward with a lighted match. 
Just as the man was about to 
put it to the touch hole, he 
fired. The gunner slumped to 


- the ground. 
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He ducked down to reload 
and Silver Hawk popped up to 
pick off another gunner. They 
kept this up until their am- 
munition was spent. Then, un- 
hampered, the Mexicans .com- 
menced firing with the cannon. 

This bombardment kept up 
for about a half hour. The 
enemy seemed to have enough 
ammunition. Soon, another 
detachment of horsemen came 
up to reinforce the others. 
This group brought a second 
cannon and in a little while 
that gun joined in the shelling, 
until their hiding place was 
riddled with the pock marks of 
iron slivers from the crashing 
cannon balls. 

Davy said, “They'll be down 
on our necks soon, We’ve got 
to make a break for it.” 

“I know,” Silver Hawk said. 

“How far’s the river?” 

“About a mile. There’s a 
steep cliff leading down. We 
can’t climb down it.” 

“Yes, but we can get: down 
another way,” Davy said. 

“What are you thinking?” 
Silver Hawk asked. 

Davy spoke long- and ear- 
nestly to him, his face grave. 
Silver Hawk nodded in agree- 
ment. Z 

Then a bugle sounded sharp- 
ly from the enemy. Davy 
glanced eut to see the horse- 
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men drawn up in a line. They 
were preparing another charge, 
sure that they would break 
through this time. 

“We've got to move now,” 
Davy said. “You know what 
to do?” : 


Silver Hawk said, “Yes. ?m 


ready.” 

At a signal from Davy, they 
leaped to their feet and ran 
for the horses, vaulting into 
their saddles. It took only an 
instant to ram the rifles into 
the saddle boots, and then off 
they galloped, riding low, In- 
dian fashion, offering small 
targets. 

Seeing them, the Mexicans 
spurred their mounts, riding 


hard in a tight cavalry forma- — 


tion. Their powerful army 
horses soon closed the gap be- 
tween them and the. fleeing 
men. 

Davy and Silver Hawk gal- 
loped at an angle to the line 
of trees marking the river, so 


_ that each second brought them 


closer, although the Mexicans 
were between them and the 
stream. As the pursuers started 
drawing nearer Davy shouted, 
“Turn, Silver Hawk!” 

They wheeled their horses 
without losing speed. Instead 
of running from the Mexicans, 
they charged straight at them. 
The startled enemy hardly had 
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time to understand what had 
happened when Davy and Sil- 
ver Hawk hit them. The speedy 
-mustangs slashed through the 
ranks of the Mexicans, taking 
them completely by surprise. 
_ “Hit for the river, Silver 
Hawk!” Davy yelled. 

Neck and neck the two men 
raced and moments later, as 
the confused foe gave pursuit; 
reached the edge of the steep 
cliff that led to the river far 
below. The stream looked like 
a narrow, shining ribbon. 


Davy glanced over his shoul- . 


der. The Mexicans, flourishing 
pistols and sabers, were nar- 
towing the gap. “Lets go!” 
Davy cried. He spurred his 
horse forward and the gallant 
little animal leaped over the 
cliff as Silver Hawk followed 
suit. 

Down they fell, riders and 
steeds, hitting the water with 
a great splash. As soon as he 
could, Davy looked back over 
his shoulder at the top of the 
cliff above them. He laughed as 
he saw the Mexicans lined up 
on its edge. “They’re scared to 
jump, Silver Hawk! We out- 
foxed ’em!” 

Suddenly, as soon as they 
reached the bank of the river, 
Silver Hawk spurred his horse 


and galloped off. Davy took 
out after him, catching him in 
a brief chase. He seized the 
mount’s bridle and pulled him 
to a stop. 

“Where do you think you’re 
goin’?” Davy asked. 

“Anywhere, away from you,” 
Silver Hawk said. i 

Davy whipped his hunting 
knife out and grabbed Silver 
Hawk by the front of the shirt, 
pulling him forward in the sad- 
dle, the knife poised menacing- 
ly. 
“You listen’ to me, Silver 
Hawk, Youre a good fighter 
who’s been fightin’ on the 
wrong side. Now, you’re goin’ 


‘to stand up for the right.” 


“What: are you talking 
about?” Silver Hawk asked. 

“About a place called the 
Alamo where they need men. 
Either you come with me, or 
Pil kill you on the spot. I’m 
not foolin’, Silver. Hawk. 
There’s a fight for liberty and 
freedom goin’ on at the Alamo. 
Are you comin’ with me, or do 
I leave you here for the buz- 
zards? Make up your mind.” 

Silver Hawk bowed his head. 
“All right, you win. V'll go.” 
A moment later, the two were 
riding off in the direction of 
the Alamo. 


CHAPTER XI 
THE ALAMO 


HE HOT sun beat down 

on the two weary riders 
and their foam-flecked, winded 
horses. Davy and Silver Hawk 
had been in the saddle for_al- 
most two days; pushing their 
way towards the Alamo. They 
were covered with dust. 

Davy’s eyes narrowed as he 
peered up into the cloudless 
sky. He pointed to several 
black specks that seemed to 
be hovering in the air at a point 
some distance away. 

“What do you make of that, 
Silver Hawk?” he asked. 

Silver Hawk shaded his eyes 
from the glare. “Looks like 
buzzards to me,” he said. 

“That’s what I thought. I 
want to see what they’re after. 
Mebbe someone’s hurt, needs 
help.” 


Silver Hawk frowned. “It’s 
“a good five miles from here. 
Besides, it’s none of our busi- 
ness,” he protested. ` 

Davy leaned out of the sad- 
dle, close to Silver Hawk. 
“Helpin’ people in trouble is 
always my business. And since 
you’re keepin’ me company on 
this little jaunt, you’re comin’ 
along,” Davy said menacingly. 

Silver Hawk nodded. “All 
right. Have it your way.” 

With Silver Hawk following, 
Davy guided his horse in the 
direction where the buzzards 
were circling. As they jogged 
along, Davy leaned out of the 
saddle from time to time and 
inspected the ground. He 
looked up at Silver Hawk, his 
face serious. ‘“‘There’s been a 
party of Injuns through here, 
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not long ago. Comanches, most 
likely.” 

“I can read the signs,” Sil- 
ver Hawk said stiffly. 

“Nobody’s sayin’ you can’t,” 
Davy said sharply. “I don’t 
like it. Comanches are trouble. 
Keep your eyes peeled. They 
may still be around.” 

They rode on with their 
loaded rifles ready, scanning 
each rock and bush for any 
warning of the deadly Coman- 
ches. Soon, up ahead, Davy saw 
what had caused the buzzards 
to collect. A man was lying in 
the sand. As they reached him 
and dismounted, he appeared 
to be dead. But he stirred fee- 
bly when Davy knelt beside 
him. 

The man was badly wound- 
ed. A red tufted arrow protrud- 
ed from his side. He could 
barely speak. “Water,” he 
begged. 

Davy raised the victim and 


held his canteen to the wound- 


ed man’s lips. The water re- 
vived him. He opened his pain- 
filled eyes, and focused them 
on Davy. 

“What happened?” Davy 
asked. 

“Comanches. A scout party 
jumped me. I managed to shake 
‘em, but this is as far as I got. 
I’ve been here for hours watch- 
in’ the Buzzards circlin lowér 


and lower,” the. man grated 
hoarsely. “I failed and they 
were dependin’ on me.” 

“Who?” Davy asked. 

“The boys in the Alamo. 
Sent me for help. ..to see Sam 
Houston in Goliad... they need 
help bad.” 

“Were on the way to the 
Alamo, now. What’s wrong 
there?” Davy asked. 

“Mexicans. They got it sur- 
rounded with five thousand 
soldiers. Only a hundred and 
eighty in the Alamo. Almost 
fifty to one. They need help.” 
The man paused, fighting for 
breath. 

“What’s your name, friend?” 
asked Davy, gently. 

“Wade. Mike Wade. Tell 
’em I tried to get through. Tell 
’em what happened. I did my 
best. No help. No...” he 
heaved a long sigh and then 
was silent. 

Davy rose, looking down at 
the dead man. “The poor devil. 
He’s dead. Least we can do is 
bury him so the buzzards can’t 
get at him.” 

A little later, Silver Hawk 
and Davy rode away from the 
shallow grave they had marked 
with a ctude cross. Davy’s face 
was set. “We've got to get to 
the Alamo,” he said through 
tight lips. = 

“But you heard him,” Silver 
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Hawk cřed. “The Mexicans 
have it surrounded. There’s no 
chance to get into the place 
and... 

“We'll get into it,’ Davy 
said harshly. “There’s no time 
to lose. Come on.” 

Silver Hawk shrugged in res- 
ignation and rode close behind 
Davy. By nightfall, they could 
see the campfires of the Mexi- 
can forces flickering in the 
darkness like hundreds of fire 
flies. Davy signaled Silver 
Hawk to dismount. 

“We'll go in from here on 
foot,” Davy said. He unsaddled 
his horse and hid the saddle in 
a clump of bushes. Silver Hawk 
did the same. 

Carrying their rifles, bullet 
pouches and powder horns, 
Davy and Silver Hawk cau- 
tiously approached the Mexi- 
can camp. “I’ve got an idea 
that'll take us through their 
camp,” Davy said. 

“Tt better be a good one,” Sil- 
ver Hawk muttered. “Why, a 
snake couldn’t crawl through 
these lines without being seen.” 

“Stick close to me,” Davy 
said. “PI tell you what I’ve 
got in mind.” 

Moving silently through the 
deep shadows, Davy ran at a 
half-crouch, with Sjlver Hawk 
close behind him. Neither man 
made a sound, each calling on 
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his vast knowledge of wood 
lore to travel silently. Ahead 
of them was a Mexican sentry 
post with two soldiers. The men 
wore wide-brimmed sombreros 
and the woolen shawls that 
were known as serapes. They 
leaned on their muskets and 
stared gloomily into the night. 
At a sign from Davy, Silver 
Hawk crawled towards the sen- 
tries from the right side, while 
Davy slid along the ground, 
moving in from the left. They 
came on, drawing nearer and 
nearer to the unsuspecting sen- 
tries, inching forward sound- 
lessly. Suddenly, they rose out 
of the darkness before the 
Mexicans. Two swift, sharp 
blows knocked the guards un- 
conscious. Then, they bound 
and gagged each man. 
Moments later, Davy and 
Silver Hawk, each wearing a 
sombrero and serape, walked 
boldly into the enemy camp, 
the big hats pulled low over 
their faces. Davy’s eyes missed - 
nothing. He saw the thousands 
of soldiers, the tremendous 
number of cannon, the piles of 
ammunition and supplies. He 
shuddered as he thought of the 
little band in the Alamo encir- 
cled by this huge force. 
Wordlessly, Silver Hawk 
and Davy passed through rows 
of tents and groups of soldiers 
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sitting around campfires, with- 
out attracting attention. To the 
casual observer, they were just 
two ordinary soldiers in a 
camp full of soldiers. Several 
times they stepped aside to let 
messengers gallop by them. At 
last, they came to a large tent. 
Two sentries stood at attention 
outside. A red, green and white 
banner fluttèred from a pole 
in front of the tent. 

“What’s this?” Silver Hawk 
whispered. : 

“Must be General Santa An- 
na,” Davy said. “He’s com- 
mander of all these troops.” 

Suddenly a group of officers 
emerged from the tent. The 
sentries stiffened to attention 
as. did Davy and Silver Hawk. 
The officers turned to face a 
cruel looking man with deep 
set fierce eyes. He wore an 
elaborate uniform and had 
rows of medals gleaming on 
his jacket. He spoke in a 
sharp, ringing voice and the of- 
ficers listened to him attentive- 
ly. 

Davy nudged Silver Hawk. 
“That’s Santa Anna, himself.” 

“What’s he saying, Davy?” 
Silver Hawk asked. “I can’t 
inderstand him.” 

“He’s speaking Spanish. I 
earned some years ago in Lou- 


siana.” Davy said. He listened _ 


carefully to the rapid fire con- 


versation between Santa Anna 
and his staff. Davy’s face grew 
solemn, 

“They’re plannin’ to attack 
the Alamo at daybreak. 
They’re goin’ to send a storm- 
in’ party with a batterin’ ram 
against the south gate, while 
they throw a strong attack at 
the main entrance. They know 
there aren’t enough men in the 
Alamo to guard every gate.” 
Davy translated this in whis- 
pers for Silver Hawk’s benefit. 

The officers saluted the Gen- 
eral who returned the salute 
and went back into his tent. 
The officers scattered, each go- 
ing about the business of pre- 
paring the dawn assault. 

Davy said, “Weve got to 
warn them in the Alamo. Let’s 
go, Silver Hawk. We’re leavin’ 
here.” ` 

They reached the outpost 
positions. Before them in the 
moonlight, stood the Alamo, a 
low, two storied white adobe 
building, with walls twelve fect 
high and very thick. A church 
steeple within the enclosure 
commanded a view of all the 
approaches to the Alamo. Flat- 
roofed adobe houses surround- 
ed it on three sides, outside the 
wall. 

Moving stealthily, Davy and 
Silver Hawk reached the last 
guard post. The sleepy sentry 
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stifled a yawn when they came 
up to him. Davy said some- 
thing in Spanish and the sentry 
laughed. At that instant, 
Davy’s fist shot out and catch- 
ing the man on the jaw, 
dropped him to the ground. 

With the guard out of the 
way, the two made a dash for 
the Alamo, which was some 
three hundred yards away. 
They ran swiftly, shedding 
their serapes and sombreros. 
Davy clapped his coonskin cap 
back on his head. 

Soon, they were close to the 
walls. As they rushed for the 
main gate, a shot rang out, 
kicking up the dirt at their 
feet. A voice called, “Stand 
where you are. I can see you 
plain in the moonlight. Put up 
your hands and stand still.” 

A wide grin broke out on 
Davy’s face for he recognized 
the man’s voice. “Jack Hart, 
you old crab apple, better let 
me in there or PH tan your 
hide.” 

“Davy!” Jack cried. “And 
here I thought I got me a cou- 
ple of prisoners.” He called out 
_inside, “Open the gate down 
there! It’s Davy Crockett!” 

The massive gate swung 
open. Davy and Silver Hawk 
entered. Jack Hart was there to 
throw his arms around Davy 
and pound him heartily on the 
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back. He turned to Silver 
Hawk, staring at him in the 
light of a torch held aloft by a 
sentry. “Who in tarnation’s 
this?” he asked. 

“Silver Hawk, Jack. You 
met him on the boat, remem- 
ber?” Davy said, amuse” by 
the expression that cn ised 
Jack’s face. 

“I sure do! By the he ied 
toad! What’s that varmint Jo- 
in’ here? How’d he get out of 
the river and where did you 
meet up with him?” Jack 
asked. 

“Let’s forget the past,” Davy 
said. “Silver Hawk’s come here 
to fight. I convinced him that 
he should, didn’t I, Silver 
Hawk?” Davy said. 

Silver Hawk nodded sullen- 
ly, his eyes fixed on the hostile 
Jack Hart. “I don’t trust him 
none,” Jack said. “But if he’s 
with you, I guess it’s all right.” 

Davy glanced about the en- 
closure. Men were standing on 
the walls, with rifles thrust 
through firing ports. Small 
cannon were in position, their 
gunners holding smoldering 
matches, ready for instant ac- 
tion. 

“Pye got to see 
Travis,” Davy said. 

“He’s sick with fever. We’re 
in tough shape here, Davy. 
Runnin’ low on food, water and 
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ammunition. Our only hope is 
if Sam Houston sends us help. 
We sent a messenger to him.” 

“Man named Mike Wade?” 
asked Davy. 

Jack showed his astonish- 
ment. “How do you know 
that?” 

“You'd better take me to 
Colonel Travis,” Davy said. 

Jack led him to a small 
room off to one side of the 
main building. William Travis 
was lying on a cot. A candle 
cast a feeble light bringing out 
the deep hollows in the sick 
man’s cheeks and the fever 
brightness of his sunken eyes. 
He smiled and held out a thin, 
gaunt hand when he saw Davy. 
` “I knew you’d come, Davy. 
It makes it easier with you 
here. How did you get 
through?” he asked. 

Briefly, Davy described his 
adventures in the Mexican 
camp telling Travis about the 
dawn attack. He also told him 
about aoe the dying- mes- 
senger. Travis shook his head 
at this news. “We've got to 
fight ’em off at dawn,” he said, 
“But -how can we hold the 
south gate and still show 
enough strength-at the front? 
We don’t have enough men.” 

Davy grinned. “Colonel, 
there was a little stunt old 
Andy Jackson showed me. 


Can you spare a barrel of gun 
powder?” 

“Why?” 

“Pve got a plan. Let me 
have the powder.” 

Travis shrugged. “See that 
he gets it, Jack. And alert the 
men.” 

A little later, Davy slipped 
out of the south gate, with the 
cask of powder on his shoulder. 
Silver Hawk was with him, car- 
rying a shovel. Pointing to a 
spot a few feet from the gate, 
Davy stood guard while Silver 
Hawk dug a hole and placed 
the cask in it. He then covered 
it with a light layer of dirt. 
Davy ran a fuse from the keg 
of powder to the firing step on 
the wall inside. The men then 
shut the gate and barred it. 
They sat down on the firing 
step and waited. 

At the first signs of dawn 
the Mexican artillery opened 
fire. The bombardment caused 
some damage as shells exploded 
in the courtyard and against 
the walls. Some men were hit 
by shell fragments. The south 
gate was untouched by this vio- 
lent barrage. Then, bugles 
sounded in the enemy camp, 
the artillery fell silent and 
lines of cheering infantry 
charged towards the Alamo. 

The defenders opened fire 
with rifles and cannon, but tke 
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assault on the front of the fort 
mounted with ever increasing 
strength as Santa Anna sent in 
more and more troops. 

Davy and- Silver Hawk 
stayed at their posts peering 
through the morning mists. 
“What if I was*wrong about 
this,’ Davy thought. “They 
could use Silver Hawk and me 
at the front gate.” 

Silver Hawk tugged at 
Davy’s sleeve and pointed. A 
body of horsemen followed by 
a wagon galloped up. The 
horsemen dismounted and lift- 
ed a huge tree trunk from the 
wagon. The trunk had been 
trimmed and shaped into a bat- 
tering ram. 

Behind these men came a 
company of infantry with fixed 
bayonets. The men with the 
battering ram rushed for the 
gate. 

The battering ram crashed 
against the thick oaken door. 
Once, twice, three times, but 
the gate held: Now, the storm- 
ers were sweating as they 
pulled back for another rush. 
Looking down at them, Davy 
nodded to Silver Hawk who ap- 
plied a match to the fuse. 
Spluttering and smoking, the 
spark travelled rapidly along 
the length of the fuse. : 

The seconds ticked off. The 
shock troops were rushing at 
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the gate again, when suddenly 
there was a roar and an up- 
heaval with the force of an 
earthquake as the gunpowder 
exploded. A great sheet of 
orange flame shot up and men 
were hurled high in the air. 

Davy and Silver Hawk 
leaped to the firing step and 
began blazing away at the 
startled foe. For a moment, the 
Mexicans held their ground. 
Then, as some fell under the ri- 
fle fire, all discipline was swept 
away and the survivors ran, 
anxious to get away from the 
deadly bullets. 

For a time,he danger was 
ended. With the failure of his 
surprise attack, Santa Anna or- 
dered a withdrawal and the at- 
tackers slunk back to camp. 

A grinning Davy was sur- 
rounded by happy Texans as 
they congratulated him and 
Silver Hawk for their work. 
Weak and pale, Colonel Travis 
beckoned to Davy as Jack Hart 
stood by his side, supporting 
him. š 

“Davy, you did fine,” Trav- 
is said. “But we’ve got to get 
a messenger through. Uniess 
help comes, we’re sunk. I’m go- 
ing to call for a volunteer to try 
and reach Sam Houston.” 

“No need for that. sir,” Jack 
Hart said. “I’m an experienced 
messenger. Pll go.” 
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Davy lifted a hand in pro- 
test. “Not you, Jack. Me. TIl 
go.” 

Jack smiled. “I figured you’d 
say somethin’ like that. I’m not 
. goin’ to waste my. breath ar- 
guin? with you, Davy. . Let’s 
toss a coin.” He flipped a gold 
piece in the air. “Cry!” he said. 

“Heads.” Davy said. 

The three men stooped to 
look at the coin as it landed. 
Jack said, “It’s tails. I go.” He 
pocketed the piece. “I’ll make 
a run for it now, Colonel. I 
reckon the Mexicans are still 
groggy from the maulin’ we 
handed ’em. Maybe they won’t 
notice me. Goodbye, sir.” 

“Tell Houston to hurry, 
Jack. Good luck,” Travis said. 

Davy embraced his friend. 
“Take care, Jack,” he said. 

The walls were crowded 
with tense men as Jack Hart, 
mounted on a fast pinto, 
slipped out through the rear 
gate, the side farthest from the 
Mexicans. Crouching low in the 
saddle, he streaked for the shel- 
ter of a wooded area. He had 
reached it and the onlookers 
‘were ‘breathing easier - when 
they saw him come racing out, 
pursued by a troop of Mexican 
cavalry. : 

“He must’ve stumbled onto a 
scoutin’ party,” Davy cried. 

Some of the men began 


shooting at the Mexicans al- 
though they were out of range. 
Jack turhed his mount back to 
the Alamo? when the animal 
stepped into a gopher hole, 
pitching Jack to the ground. 

The horrified spectators saw 
the cavalrymen swarm around . 
Jack. Their sabers flashed in 
the sun. When they rode off, 
Jack Hart’s still form lay 
sprawled in death. 

Davy turned away, sick at 
heart. He clenched his fists. 


A hand gently touched his 
shoulder. He looked into Trav- 
is’ sad eyes. : 

“Davy,” Travis said, “call 
the boys together in the court- 
yard. I’ve got something to say 
to them.” 

Soon, the men were assem- 
bled in ragged ranks. Travis 
spoke to them in a cracked 
voice. “Men, you know the sit- 
uation. There’s no hope of re- 


lief. I will not surrender. I in- - 


tend to hold the Alamo at all 
costs.” = 


He drew his sword and 
looked at them quietly for à 
moment. Then, using the sword 
point as a marker, he drew a 
line in the dirt. 


“This is our last moment,” 
he said. “Everybody who wants 
to remain here until we die, 
must step across this line.” 


: HERE 


CHAPTER XII 
THE CURTAIN FALLS 


WAS a moment’s 

silence -following the colo- 
nel’s dramatic announcement. 
Then, Davy stepped across the 
line. As he did so, others fol- 
lowed him. From his sick bed, 
Jim Bowie pleaded to be car- 
ried across and his cot was 
placed over the line. Every man 
in that enclosure except one 
aligned himself with Davy and 
Travis. The lone dissenter 
eyed the-others defiantly. But 
when Davy spoke to him he 
lowered his eyes. < 

“I didn’t think. you’d do 
_anythin’ like this, Silver 
Hawk,” Davy said quietly. 
“Come on over here, where 
you belong.” : 


Silver Hawk shook his head. 


“No. Pm not ready to die. I 
didn’t ask to come here. You 
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know I was forced into this. 
It’s neither my war, nor my 
fight.” 

Davy said, “I won’t ask you 
to stay against your will. 
You’re free to leave. No one 
will stop you.” 

Turning abruptly, Silver 
Hawk walked to the main gate 
without a backward glance. 
The guards posted there, 
swung it open. He hesitated a 
moment, then lifting his hands 
in a gesture of surrender start- 
ed walking to the Mexican 
lines. 

Heavy-hearted, Davy bound- 
ed to he wall`and stood look- 
ing down at Silver Hawk. The 
day was hot, the sun a red ball 
of fire as Silver Hawk reached 
the first of the adobe houses. 
There was no sign, no move- 
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ment that the Mexicans had 
seen him. 


Davy’s eyes watered in the 
strong sunlight. He noticed a 
movement at a window of the 
house closest to Silver Hawk. 
The sun glinted off a rifle bar- 
rel that was slowly poked out. 

“A sniper!” Davy muttered, 
“he’s got a bead on Silver 
Hawk!” 

The rifle barrel followed Sil- 
ver Hawk as he passed. Now, 
it pointed squarely between his 
shoulders. Davy threw Betsy to 
his shoulder and fired. He was 
rewarded by a scream and the 


sniper’s rifle toppled to the. 


street at Silver Hawk’s feet. 
Startled, the would-be deserter 
looked up as a second rifle 
poked ovt the window. A shot 
chippel the cobblestones as 
Silver Hawk leaped for cover. 
From the wall, Davy fired 
again. A Mexican stumbled to 
‘he window and collapsed over 
the sill, his sombrero falling 
rom his head and lying in the 
lusty street. 

Silver. Hawk scrambled to 
is feet and started running 
yack to the Alamo as Davy 
shouted, “Faster, Silver Hawk! 
Come on!” Other Mexicans ap- 
»veared in the doorways end on 
he roofs of the adobe houses 
tnd blazed away at the fleeing 
han. 2y then, other Texans 


were taking pot shots at the 
enemy and a furious rifle battle 
took place as Silver Hawk 
reached the gate which h* 
been swung open for him. Fe 
ran inside. falling to his hands 
and knees as he tripped. 

Davy leaped down from the 
wall and_he!ped him to his 
feet. “Are you all right?” he 


_ asked. 


Silver Hawk stood with his 
head hanging in shame. “I 
don’t deserve for you to trea: 
me this way after what I’ve 
done. I was running out, but 
you saved my life from that 
sniper.” 

“Forget it,” Davy said. 

“Pve been a snake, Davy. I 
want to make up for it. I want 
to be your friend if it’s not too 
late.” 

Davy said, “It’s never too 
late, Silver Hawk. Weve 
fought each other in the past, 
but now, we'll fight together 
for a good cause against a com- 
mon enemy.” : 

The two men shook hands 
and for the first time, Silver 
Hawk’s eyes were soft- and 
filled with the light of friend- 
ship. Suddenly, there was a 
blast of cannon fire from the 
enemy. Shells smashed into the 
Alamo. A bugle blared. 

“Here they come!” a look- 
out shouted. 


£ 
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- Shoulder to shoulder, Davy 
and Silver Hawk raced to the 
wall. Three lines of cavalry 
charged, towards them. Behind 
the cavalry came waves of in- 
fantry. The Texans swept them 
back with rifle fire and grape- 
shot from` their few cannons. 
The enemy broke and fled. 

For thirteen days, Santa An- 
na launched constant attacks. 
The brave defenders fought 
each one off, but gradually 
their ranks were thinned. The 
enemy cannoneers sharpened 
their accuracy and the artillery 
did much damage. A lucky hit 
had sent much of their ammu- 
nition up in columns of smoke 
and flame. 

Davy sat wearily with his 
back against the wall. Silver 
Hawk slumped next to him, his 
powder-blackened face lined 
with exhaustion. Dozens of 
wounded men lay sprawled, in 
the courtyard. Some were 
quiet. Others writhed in pain. 
The last attack had been cost- 
ly to the Texans for the bom- 
bardment had smashed down a 
section of the wall and the last 
of the cannon ammunition was 
gone. Davy waved his hand in 
a gesture to include the whole 
of the battered garrison. 

“Tt sure doesn’t look good 
for us,” Davy said. 

“Maybe they won’t try an- 
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other attack,” Silver Hawk 
said. “They lost a lot of men.” 

Davy smiled grimly. “Santa 
Anna has plenty more. Well 
have visitors, all right.” He 
pulled himself to his. feet. 
“Look out there,” he said. 

The two men peered through 
a rifle port. In the haze they 
could see activity in the enemy 
camp. Mounted messengers 
dashed back and forth. Can- 
nons were wheeled into posi- 
tion. The sun glinted on the 
bayonets of the massed infan- 
try. 

In the distance, they could 
hear the bugles. The sound 
brought the tired defenders. to 
their posts. The weary men 
gripped their rifles and stared 
across at the enemy. 

There was movement in the 
courtyard. Some of the wound- 
ed men cheered as Colonel 
Travis stepped among them. 
He was neatly shaved, his hair 
trimmed and he was wearing a 
fresh uniform. His sword hung 
at his side and his pistol was 
in a highly polished holster. 

“Look at him,” Davy said. 
“Sick as he is, he’s goin’ to be 
here at the finish, a real sol- 
dier of Texas.” 

-Aided by several men, Trav- 
is climbed the stairs to the 
wall. He came to Davy. “My 
orders are to fight to the last 
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bullet and the last man. Is that 
understood?” he said raspingly. 
| “Yes, Colonel,” Davy said. 

Travis pointed to the enemy. 
“They'll come soon,” he said. 

“We'll be ready for ’em. I 
reckon that wherever free men 
fight for a good cause, they’re 
zoin’ to remember the Alamo!” 

“Ves, Davy. Yes. Did. you 
hear him, boys?” Travis called 
out to his men. “Did you hear 
what he said? Remember the 
Alamo!” 

A shout went up from the 
battered handful on the walls. 
They repeated the cry, like a 
‘ighting yell. “Remember the 
Alamo!” they shouted. 

All at once, the enemy can- 
10n opened on them. The bom- 
yardment was the heaviest they 
rad yet experienced. Shell 
sursts. landed everywhere, and 
heir last bit of ammunition 
vent up in a flare of smoke and 
‘ellow flame. The riflemen on 
he walls cowered for protec- 
ion, but held to their posts. 

Then, suddenly as it had be- 
un, the barrage ended. Once 
gain bugles blared and a cheer 
ould be heard as the enemy 
olumrs pressed forward, bay- 
nets slanting in the sunlight. 

“Go get ’em, boys!” Davy 
houted, leaping up. 

‘The Texan’s rifles battered 
t the enemy, but the gaps in 


2 


the enemy ranks were quickly 
closed as they pushed on. 

Davy dashed from place to ~ 
place, firing and reloading until 
Betsy’s barrel was red hot. Sil- 
ver Hawk was always at his 
side. But soon, one by one, the 
rifles fell silent; for there were 
no more bullets. Nothing could 
stop the wave of infantrymen 
who swarmed up the walls on 
ladders. They poured through 
the breach in the wall and the 
fighting became hand-to-hand. 

Colonel Travis slashed fu- 
riously with his sword at a 
mass of Mexican soldiers, but 
fell before them. When they 
rushed past, his lifeless body 
lay on the ramparts. 

Fighting every inch a small 
group of survivors led by Davy 
and Silver Hawk were forced 
back into the courtyard. His 
last bullet spent, Davy swung 
his rifle as a club. 


“Come on, boys!” he yelled, 
“were not whipped yet,” and 
charged straight into a knot of 
enemy troops. Standing with 
him, Silver Hawk whipped out 
his hunting knife and the grim 
battle went on. Davy’s rifle 


butt was a blur of polished 


hickory as he swung it over his 
head, bringing it down again 
and again. But in a few min- 
utes, only he and Silver Hawk 
were left, battling dozens of 
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From the corner of his eye, 
Silver Hawk saw a Mexican of- 
ficer rushing at Davy with an 
upraised saber. Silver Hawk 
leaped in and the saber hit him 
instead of Davy. He staggered 
forward, plunged his knife into 
the Mexican’s heart and then 
dropped to the bloodstained 
earth himself. 

He saw Davy tall and strong 
and heard him shouting in a 
tremendous voice, “Yahoo! I’m 


‘Davy Crockett! I’ve got the 
“strength of a bear! The speed 


of a wolf! I eat gun powder! 
I’m a lightnin’ bolt! Pm Davy 
Crockett! Yahoo!” Silver 
Hawk saw men falling under 
the blows of the rifle and as 


the veil descended over his eyes ` 


he saw that Davy still stood, 
wielding his rifle, beating back 
the enemy. 

Silver Hawk cried out, 
“Keep fighting, Davy! Don’t 
stop! Keep fighting! Remem- 
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ber the Alamo!” Then, with a 
shudder, he was silent and the 
darkness fell on him forever. 


* 


There were some who said 
Davy~Crockett had died there 
in the Alamo. Others swore 
they had seen him roaming the. 
Texas plains, hunting the 
brown bear and the wolf, long 
after the battle of the Alamo. 
Some even claimed to have 
heard his great voice raised in 
a mighty shout, “Yahoo! My- 
name’s Davy Crockett! I fear’ 
neither man nor beast! I’m a 
snappin’ turtle! I’m an alliga-/ 
tor! I ride the winds and wres- 
tle with tornadoes! I’m Davy 
Crockett!” l 

Those were the legends that. 
grew around Davy Crockett in 
Texas, where the Alamo still 
stands. 4 


THE END i 
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The EXCITING STORY of WILD BILL HICK | 


The breath-taking true story of the most famous gunman of 
the old West. Every page jam-filled with action, as Wild Bill 
drives a stage coach, fights as a war scout, and then becomes 
the fearless Marshall of the rip-roaring town of Abilene. 
Thrills and chills follow this great marksman as he shoots 
it out with the worst outlaws in the West. 
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(7 and The MYSTERY of the EGYPTIAN MUSEUM! ~ ` 
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Barbie Lane, the brave young sixteen-year-old girl, and her \ 
chum, Joan Webster, find mystery and adventure as they try po. AET 
to discover wii, “u strange intruder scratched the left hand of 
: all the exhibits in the Egyptian Museum. You will be limp 
a with excitement as you follow them along the trail of the 
unknown vandal. 
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Get These Other Thrilling TRIPLE NICKEL BOOKS: 


Ask your dealer for these books, or write to: 


TRIPLE NICKEL BOOKS i 
The POWER BOYS 3: “THE MYSTERY of MARLOW MANSION” 247 West 46th Street | 
THE POWER BOYS ALD “THE SECRET OF CRAZY CAVERN" New York 36, N, Y. 


Enclose 20¢ in coin (no stamps) for each title | 
requested. (Price Includes handling and postage.) | 
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Coming Seoul 
at BARBIE LANE AND “THE RIDDLE OF THE GLOWING MARBLE” 
| THE POWER BCYS AND “YHE RIDDLE OF THE SUNKEN SHIP” | 
DAVY CROCKETT AND “THUNDER AT ROARING TRAIL” QO, 


it's a TRIPLE NICKEL BOOK a l nd to be the best! yE 


for the nickels on the cover of oo mino TRIPLE NICKEL 
BOOK. Your guarantee of hougs of wholesome. reading pleasure 
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TRIPLE NICKEL BOOKS ARE THE 
FINEST IN WHOLESOME ADVENTURE 
NOVELS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 


These books are published in the hope of 
bringing back the reading habit to the Youth of 
America. 

Parents will be proud and pleased to have 
their children read and collect the entire library 
of these wonderful books. 

Tripce Nicxei Booxs are published under 
the most rigid standards with the closest super- 
vision of writing and editing, and compare in 
“quality to the highest priced children’s reading 
obtainable. 
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